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Summary: Merida, daughter of a wealthy couple, ran away from home as 
a form of protest towards her fixed marriage with her parents' 
wealthy friends' son. She disguised herself as a boy and got herself 
a job as a poor Electrician's apprentice, who was struggling to 
uplift his family from poverty. He was the kind of man her parents 
didn't want her to marry. (Mericcup!) 


1 . Prologue 

**Reminder that this is set somewhere between 1880 's and 
1920 ' s** 

**I do not own the characters nor their franchise; I'm merely a fan 
girl . ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>That night was stormy. It was like the rain would not calm. Its 
impact on stone roofs muffled any sound coming from outside. Even if 
one yelled, it would only come out as distant talking, a whisper, and 
imagination. In the Dunbroch manor, the home of a wealthy, highly 
respected family, shouting of two women were hushed by the rain's 
overwhelming gushing down the city. The always quiet, ambient and 
humble home of the Dunbrochs was now a chaos. <p> 

The mother of the household, Elinor, attempted to make her daughter, 
Merida, to understand their situation. Other than they needed money, 
it was a sure way for their only daughter to not suffer from poverty 
and shame, but their daughter did not know about it. They did not 
want to tell her just yet. 

They hid it by disguising their motive by saying they wanted her to 
be happy, but she did not want to. She disliked the idea. She 
_loathed_ the thought of it. It wasn't that she did not understand. 



it was just that it was so sudden. They were going to marry her off 
to someone she didn't even know! From disbelieved talking to angry 
yelling, the young Dunbroch stomped to her room. 

"Ah won't go through with it!" She flung her arms up in frustration 
as she marched with angry steps to the stairs. "An' ye can't mak ' 
me!" Her hands clenched tight on her dress as she made her way up to 
her room. 

"Merida!" Her mother called her, but she had slammed the door 
already . 

The young redhead, frustrated, unlaced her dress as she muttered 
curses under her breath. Once she got out of her outfit and was just 
in her undergarments, she threw her dress on the chest by the foot of 
her bed and plopped on the mattress. 

She was just 19. She didn't know anything about the guy they were 
going to marry her off to. Much more, she didn't know anything about 
married life. Happiness? Clearly, her mother didn't know what her 
happiness was. She never asked her what would make her happy. It was 
always 'this is good for you' or 'that is better for us'. The woman 
never asked the young one what she thought was better for herself. 

Her mother said they were going to marry her off no matter what. 

_No matter what eh?_ 

Merida's eyebrows furrowed. _Fine, then._ She had made up her mind. 
She was going to run away but how? If the servants would see her, she 
was bound getting locked up in her room and guarded for. Her gaze 
trailed across the room. 

She needed a disguise... but what? 

Her vision lay upon dirty clothes that were on her dirty laundry 
basket. Her eyes flickered from the realization. _0f course !_ Merida 
rushed to her laundry basket and got the dirt-stained clothes. These 
clothes were the ones she and her mother argued about the other day; 
the ones she bought and wore because she liked them and they felt 
much more comfortable than her corset dresses, but her mother said no 
because trousers and shirts were for men, and she looked not very 
feminine in them. 

_Perfect, _she smirked mischievously to herself. 

It was only a matter of time until her mother would probably unlock 
her door and talk to her about it. So before that would even happen, 
Merida got bandage from her drawer and wrapped it around her chest 
area to flatten it, before she slipped into the shirt and trousers. 

As for her footwear, she grabbed her riding boots. 

Now her hair was the problem. It was a bundle, a mass of long curly 
red hair that reached her waist. 

Merida looked at herself in the mirror and tapped her chin 
thoughtfully before trying out a few hairstyles that could conceal 
it. When she found the right one, she got her cap (one of the few she 
hid from her mother) and wore it to conceal her long hair. She stood 
once again in front of the mirror and checked herself. 



_Good. _She smiled with determination. 

Suddenly, she heard footsteps from the hall. Her mother. Merida 
grabbed the first thing she could reach: a few coins, and pocketed 
them. She opened her window, slipped out and closed them as she 
leaned carefully from kneeling on a sturdy tree branch. 

Her heart was beating fast and she was only keeping her panic at bay. 
Everything seemed slow even though they were really fast. She went 
around the trunk to get to the side where a branch extended close to 
the high brick fence that walled their property in. The lass 
carefully crawled her way to the wall and before she knew it, she 
heard her mother's muffled scream from finding out her loss. 

Panic took over so she jumped over the fence and did a somersault on 
a puddle. The rain had soaked her within a matter of seconds. One by 
one, lights were turned on in their dark household. 

For a while, all she could do was stare back, but she shook her head 
to snap out from what she had done and ran away, away from her home. 
She wasn't going to look back anymore. She ran until her knees ached 
for fear that her parents and their servants would find her if she 
stopped too soon. 

Merida almost reached the other end of the town and the rain hasn't 
stopped yet, nor has it even wavered. It was late in the night and a 
pub was open by the end of the street. She strode her way there and 
entered. This could be where she could sleep for the night. 

Hopefully, her coins would suffice. 

The young Dunbroch closed the door behind her, forgetting what was 
before and faced freedom. It wasn't going to be easy; not even the 
slightest, but this was where her freedom would start, where her 
happiness would begin. 

**End** 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Don ' t forget to leave a review ! <strong> 

**Frequent tumblr? This story was first posted there and I'm going to 
post it there first because it's easier. Lol. Follow this fanfic's 
own blog! (Because it's easier that way)** 

**disguise mericcup . tumblr . com** 

** (please take away the spaces of the above website to go to this 
fanfic's blog)** 


2 . Chapter 1 

* * YAY CHAPTER 1! I hope you like this.** 

**LONGER CHAPTER because enter two characters!** 

**I do not own Merida or Hiccup or their franchise. I'm merely a fan 
girl** 



**Review answers will be at the ending author's note.** 


* * 


* 


><p>Her boots squeaked as she walked in the pub. There were several 
people inside, mostly men. All eyes were on her. Her soaked form 
gained weird looks from everyone. Merida, as cool as she was, she 
ignored them and went to get a seat on a high stool before the 
bartender. Her hand reached for the few coins she was able to grab 
and presented them.<p> 

Since she has never been to a pub, she didn't know what there 
was . 

"..Whot cin I get with this much coins?" She asked with a deep 
voice . 

A rather large man the bartender was. He turned from fixing some 
glasses and mugs to face Merida. He eyes her from head to toe and 
thought she was weird. . . for a guy at least, but nevertheless weird. 
Despite having the awkward deep voice, it was acceptable as a man's. 
Such talent. 


The bartender's eyed her coins. "Two pints." He 

Merida, disliking beer, shook her head, "..Whot 
alcoholic?... Juice? Milk? Water?" 

"Well if it's juice ye want.." the man took out 
"Five." 

She nodded, "Juice it is." Besides, she thought 
anyway . 

"What flavor?" 


replied . 
about non 

a large mug, 

it was better 


"...Apple." Her favorite. 

Soon, she got her first mug. The thunder roared above them. It seemed 
like the rain wouldn't stop until sunrise came. The pouring became 
much more evident and louder than earlier that it required people who 
were sitting right in front of each other to nearly shout their 
words. It was not until half an hour later that the rain had slightly 
calmed. Still pouring, but not hard enough to cause such noise like 
earlier . 


The bartender went to the back and groaned and cursed aloud. Merida 
stretched her neck to see what was happening. Grumbling could be 
heard, then more swearing about a leaking on the ceiling. Dragging 
sound of some empty container could be heard then more grumbling. 

When the bartender was going back, the redhead didn't even change the 
curious expression on her face to hide the fact that she was curious 
about the ruckus . 


The bartender saw her and didn't hesitate to say something. It was 
like he knew what she was thinking. 

"Leaking on the ceiling and wall. Been like that for a while." he 
said with an unamused look on his face. 



Merida merely blinked nonchalantly, "An' ye ne'er got it 
fixed? " 

"Lad, 'round 'ere, ya don't have time, especially as a bartender with 
very little help. My nephew is always away and I have no money to 
spare for a repairman." 

She raised an eyebrow, "Not even with a lot of customers?" 

The bartender looked at her as if she came from some other country. 
"Where were you brought up?" It was rhetorical. "I have to pay for my 
electricity bills, liquor and delivery. No money to spare." he said 
as if that was the last thing he was going to say to her. 

Moments passed and no words were exchanged. The whole while, Merida 
was actually thinking whether or not to help the man without charge. 
She was taking a lot into consideration. It was good to help people, 
but then, never do something you're good at for free. Also, this 
could be her starting point where she could strive. This could be 
that chance... and she was going to take it. And since she wasn't 
really into money, she thought of something better. 

"Ah 'll fix it fer ya." She nodded coolly at the bartender, who turned 
and looked at her in surprise. Merida continued, "But on one 
condition ..." 

The bartender raised an eyebrow, as if to tell her to continue. 

"Ye give me a place to stay fer a few nights. Say, 2." she said with 
all seriousness. 

The man snorted, "Now? With this storm? I doubt you can even climb to 
the roof to fix the hole there." 

Merida's lips tightened, "I've done this before, old man. Give me yer 
toolbox an' ah 'll do the rest." 

Maybe half the reason why the bartender gave his toolbox and some 
wood planks were to see if she really could. Besides, he really 
needed that hole fixed. It took the lass a while to fix it but she 
came back in one piece. Soaking, but no injuries. 

She went to where the leak on the ceiling was supposed to be located 

and grabbed a dry rag and pressed it against the wet wall and 

ceiling. There were no leaks anymore. The bartender seemed 
amazed . 

"Well then." He huffed, amazed and amused. "You sure proved me wrong, 
laddie . " 

"It won't last forever, but it should give ye a few days to look fer 
something that cin seal it permanently." She said as she rolled her 
sleeves further up her arm. 

"..I still don't have the money.." he mumbled with a frown to 
himself . 

She let out a soft exhale through her nostrils, "Ah cin do it fer ye 

but as long as ye get me at least a quarter sack of cement an' 

include breakfast an' dinner fer mah stay." 



The man seemed to be taken aback but if he didn't want to loan and 
sacrifice money, then he would better take Merida. "Fine. What's your 
name, lad?" 

_Name? Oh no._ 

"...M.. Mark." she adjusted her cap. 

"Alright then, Mark. I'll show ya to your room after closing 


And so the man did. He introduced himself as Gobber. No last name. He 
showed her to her room and told her it wasn't used in a while since 
his nephew left. She could also use his smaller clothes since the boy 
had grown out of them. Merida was thankful that she found a good 
soul . 

The redhead woke up the next day to do what she was supposed to. As 
requested, she got the cement. She proceeded to work after breakfast 
and it so happened that while she was taking a break, a man sat 
beside her and called for Gobber. At first, she didn't mind him but 
when Gobber introduced the man as the nephew he was talking about to 
her, she looked at him and kindly nodded at him then shook his 
hand . 

There were talks between the relatives until it somehow got to where 
Gobber 's nephew mentioned of needing help or an apprentice. That 
time, Merida had finished her break and went back to work. 

"Ah' 11 get back to work now. Thanks fer the meal, Gobber." She went 
outside where there was a ladder and a bucket of cement for her to 
cover the hole. She was halfway done, making sure she left no 
gaps . 

The nephew came out to see the fix his uncle mentioned. "How much are 
you paying him?" he asked Gobber. 

The man replied with a smirk, "A few nights of stay, breakfast and 
dinner . " 

"He's homeless?" 

Merida almost winced at the word. She hated to admit it but, she 
really was homeless. That thought made her determined to apply for 
some heavy duty jobs or at least something like repairs. Before she 
knew it, she was done and went down. 

"Tha' should fix yer roof. Shouldn't have anymore leaks." She smirked 
at Gobber. 

"Thanks, lad." The man grinned in appreciation. 

The nephew looked at her, "I didn't quite catch your name, 

sir. . . ? " 

"..Mark." She replied monotonously. 

"Mark. Yes. I'm Hiccup." he grinned, hinted with slight apology, 
knowing she heard his question about her being homeless. "I don't 



mean to offend but, knowing you don't have a job, I could offer you 
one." He tried to use less offending words and sentence structure, 
but he was awkward about it because he wasn't sure if he really 
didn't make her all that offended. 

She raised an eyebrow. "..Whot job?" 

"Helping me with my work, or be my apprentice." 

"An' whot work are we talking about?" Her arms crossed over her 
flattened chest. 

"Electrical work and some of..." he gestured to the now fixed room, 
"That." 

"How much are ya gonna pay me?" she asked straightly, which made the 
two men laugh. It made her turned red. Did she say something 
wrong? 

"W-whot?..." she mumbled. 

"Nothing." Hiccup shook his head. "Well, if you do well, we'll split 
the pay I get in half. Fair enough?" 

Because she was desperate to get a living, to get and manage her own 
life, she nodded. "I'm in." she held out her hand to Hiccup and shook 
hands with him. 

It didn't take too long for the two to get along, seeing that they 
shared common interests like gunslinging and horseback riding. Merida 
learned that Hiccup was going to leave soon and was just dropping by 
to give his uncle some of his saved money to help out with the 
payments . 

She thought that it was nice of him to do so. Even if he was 
struggling, he was still willing to share what he had. It inspired 
her more to work hard, and thought that maybe she could repay these 
men's help for her once she has gotten a better job. If she _would 
_get a better job. 

Merida frowned at herself for thinking such a negative thought. _0f 
course I will! _She told herself. 

Hiccup settled a few more things with Gobber before inquiring if she 
wanted to go with him already. She agreed to do so. 

"Mark! Ya might want to bring along Hiccup's old clothes. I have no 
use for them." Gobber said, pointing his thumb at the stairs. 

Hiccup let out a small laugh. "You still have them?" 

"I didn't have time to clean up your room, runt." 

Merida didn't stay long enough to hear the two men exchange 
passionate insults and name-calling because she hurriedly got the 
clothes and packed them in a sack bag and threw it over her shoulder. 
She went down and found the two laughing. Probably some reminiscent 
talk, she thought with a shrug. 


"A'richt, a'm ready." she nodded at the two. 



They exchanged goodbyes and left, riding a carriage to where Hiccup 
stayed . 


Merida looked out the window. They were heading further away from her 
place. Good. More freedom. It was good that she was beginning a new 
life but a new problem has emerged. 

Her blue eyes rolled to the side to look at her companion at the 
corner of her eyes. 

How was she going to be able to hide her identity from 
him? 

**End** 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Don ' t forget to review! Again, this story is also on 
tumblr. Go follow <strong> 

**disguise mericcup . tumblr . com (take away the 
spaces) ** 

*REVIEW/ COMMENT REPLIES : * *_ 

* *Dreaming-f antasy-girl : THANK YOU SO VERY MUCH** 

**Norse King: Wow, really? COOL! Haha, guess what animal Toothless 
is. a€"wink wink-** 

**Lol: Hope you liked this one** 

**Dialga213: Haha I hope this made you happy now that you know more 
: D* * 

**Cjupsher: Which picture? The comic? If you're referring to the 
comic, yes. If the cover for this fanfic, yes. Haha** 


3 . Chapter 2 

**Came 'late'. Finally, my midterms are done. I'm slightly free so 
I'm slightly able to think about this further. Here's chapter 

2 i * * 


**I do not own HTTYD nor Brave. ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It took an hour of travel before getting to where Hiccup lived. 

It was at the very edge of the town, near the vast plain that 
stretched until it reached the next town.<p> 

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III was born and raised in the countryside. 
When he was 12, his parents brought him to the city where he would 
stay with his uncle for his education. Since they had very little 
money, he first helped his uncle with the bar and at the same time 
sold newspapers in the streets. One time, he even applied for chimney 
cleaning for extra money. He really had no time to play like the 



other kids. He rarely had time for fun. 


Hiccup was able to become an apprentice of an electrician because of 
his interest with the latest discovery of it. He learned about it for 
three years and finished his apprenticeship to work on the same field 
of expertise but he needed an assistant, maybe even someone he could 
pass the knowledge on to so more people would learn about being an 
electrician and what they do. 

For a couple of months though, he worked alone but it was difficult, 
making him need a helper. He got his first pay and decided to repay 
his uncle and paid him a visit. This led him to meeting Merida, or 
rather, Mark. He was surprised himself to find an apprentice that 
quick. Luck must be on his side. If this apprentice would do well and 
they would be able to work for someone with luxury, and maybe even 
get more recognized around the area, money would come easy. 

Not a lot of people knew how this type of engineering worked so they 
didn't have much rivals, but they still had to do their best and get 
better. If his luck would continue, he would get sufficient money and 
uplift his family from poverty. He lived each day thinking about his 
goals . 

Now that he got someone to assist him, he was one step closer to that 
goal . 

Hang in there, mom and dad. Hiccup thought with determination. 

The auburn haired man turned to Merida. "Well, here we are." He 
gestured to his cottage. 

Merida nodded in response. Hiccup led her inside. It was small and 
packed. The ceiling was low. How could this man move around this 
place? She asked herself. Hiccup was tall. He would almost hit his 
head on the overhead lamp. Since she was small, she moved around with 
more ease than he did. 

"I'm sorry if it's really small." He said as he desperately tried to 
make way for her. "This is all I could afford with a small pay. B-but 
don't worry, we'll get a bigger place once I get a larger pay." He 
said with embarrassment. 

Merida shook her head quickly. "N-no. It's fine, really." She said 
with the best man-voice she could muster. "It's better than nothing." 
She said with a small smile. "Looks like yoo've been really busy." 

Her gaze traveled to the scattered metal pieces, gears and screws on 
the table. 

Hiccup sported a shade of scarlet over his cheeks. "Y-yeah.. I like 
to tinker with scrap and make new things out of them." 

The redhead raised her eyebrows. "Interesting." she slowly nodded 
approvingly. Tinkering huh? She thought with interest. They would 
really get along well. 

"Do you have any more skills I should know about besides fixing 
roofs?" It was a small joke and he hoped she didn't take it too 
seriously to be offended. 

"Ah cin do plumbing." She shrugged as if that skill were nothing. 



"A' so fix furnitures." She added as she looked around. The house was 
so small she could scan everything from the entrance without 
squinting for details. 

Hiccup nodded smilingly. This was good. An apprentice sharing the 
same skills, except for the electrician part. "Good, good." He said 
with a toothy grin. "I'll show you our bedroom." He said. 

Merida could almost groan out loud. They were sharing!? What bad 
luck! She followed him reluctantly to the tiny bedroom. It was just 
as big as her walk-in closet. Against the wall in front of the door 
was a bunker bed. By the foot was a cabinet and in front of the 
cabinet was a trunk. 

Hiccup turned on the overhead lamp. "It's not much, I know." He said 
sheepishly, more embarrassed than earlier. His lips formed a thin 
line while his gaze was nervously glued to the bunker bed. 

The redhead's eyes scanned the area before looking at Hiccup. She 
could read him like an open book just by his expression. She knew he 
was embarrassed. He might even be thinking that she was going to back 
out. Merida grinned "This'll do. After all, if we do excellent with 
our work, we'll get good pay richt?" She said with optimism. "We 
don't need much, juist essentials an' this is good enough." She 
placed a hand on his shoulder blade. 

As a daughter of rich people, she has never experienced this kind of 
hardship. She never knew how it was but she did sympathize and tried 
to have an open mind. After all, it was better than nothing. This man 
was doing the best he could. This living was honorable. He was 
getting honest money from his honorable profession. 

Hiccup's face lit up. He smiled brightly, thankful that Merida didn't 
judge him, that she even had the enthusiasm to be optimistic in her 
views. "Yes. I promise we will get a better house when we get better 
pay." he nodded excitedly. This was pumping him up even further to 
reaching his goal, but that would be reserved for tomorrow. "You must 
be tired from the trip. You should rest. Would it be okay if., you 
got the top bed?" once again, he asked shyly. 

Merida knew why. If he slept on the top bed, he would barely fit and 
he would almost hit if he sat up. She nodded at the top bed. "Ah 'll 
tak' the top." She smiled appreciatively. 

"Alright!" He said a bit too enthusiastically. "I'll just take a 
bath. Are you hungry? Do you want to eat before resting?" 

"Nah." She shook her head. "I'm good. I'll proceed to resting." 

The two agreed and proceeded to do what they wished. Merida had 
climbed and lied down on the uncovered mattress and an undressed 
pillow. She didn't dare remove her cap either and did her best to 
stay awake while Hiccup wasn't in bed yet. It wasn't until 11 pm when 
Hiccup came back so he could sleep. Merida had battled herself to 
stay awake. She couldn't afford to be caught. When she was sure 
Hiccup was asleep, she got her blanket and covered it over her head 
so in the morning, her hair wouldn't be so obvious. 


In the morning, Merida had been debating with herself whether or not 
to cut her hair. She was so serious with her mental debate that she 



didn't notice that Hiccup had been staring at her for 30 seconds 
already . 

"Mark?.. Mark? Are you okay?" Hiccup's concerned voice had broken her 
from her trance. 

Merida's head lifted from its tilting down towards the plate before 
her. "Huh?" she managed to say with her low voice. 

"You're spacing out. Are you okay?" 

The redhead perked and shook her head, "A'm fine." She cleared her 
throat, "Say, where's the scissors? I.. uh, need t'stitch something. 
Yeah." It was a poor excuse but she had to do something, and 
quick . 

Luckily, Hiccup didn't seem too suspicious and just told her where it 
was. That was a relief. After eating, she told him that she would 
clean the plates but he insisted, so she went to where he said the 
scissors were kept and quietly went to the bathroom and locked the 
door . 

Merida stood before the stained mirror before she took off her cap. 
She examined each side first before thinking of what haircut would 
do. This was the difficult part because she has never really had a 
very short haircut, and to add to that, she has never cut her hair on 
her own before and this just scared her more. What if she cut it 
wrong? But it was now or never, so she lifted the iron scissors and 
began snipping her hair bit by bit, chunk by chunk. It took a while. 
Several times did she dislike how she was unable to cut 
symmetrically. She realized how difficult it was to cut hair. Barbers 
made it look so easy. 

After a few more snips, she was satisfied with her look. It wasn't 
too short and it was acceptable as a man's haircut. 

Don't worry, lass. Yoo'll get yer hair back. She convinced herself. 
She didn't know when she would be able to grow her hair and live as a 
girl with a different name but that day would come. She would make it 
happen . 

Her gaze traveled down at the hair-covered floor. Luckily, her hair 
were in chunks and not scattered by strands so it was easy to pick 
up. She picked them up and hid them in her cap before wearing it 
again. Where she would throw it away was the priority. Maybe burn it. 
She peeked out and glanced around to see where Hiccup was. 

He was nowhere to be found. 

Merida took this chance to go to the small makeshift fireplace and 
threw her hair in there. She watched the strands get eaten by the 
flames. Another step was taken towards freedom. Just when all the 
strands were engulfed. Hiccup came in from the front door. 

"There you are!" He said happily. "We got work today. Old man 
McTravit needs help with his plumbing and lights. I already brought 
the tools there. Come on." He beckoned for her to follow. 


She excitedly followed him. Maybe she could get to know at least a 
few people, but she should be careful with herself or her identity 



would be revealed. 


McTravit was an old man living with his bedridden wife. They weren't 
poor but they weren't rich either. Needless to say, both were happy 
with their lives with each other. Since Samuel McTravit was too old 
to crouch and bend his knees, he needed help. Thankfully, there was 
Hiccup. The two men instantly became friends ever since Hiccup moved 
in. The old man was glad that Hiccup always helped him so in turn, he 
would make the young man snacks while Hiccup worked. 

Merida got to know McTravit. He was quite lively for an old man. It 
made her happy to see happy people. 

"Whit's the problem with the plumbing, sir?" She asked politely. 

The old man pointed at the faucet. "The sink gets clogged up more and 
more for the past few days. Today, it takes longer to drain." 

"Is it like this for the rest of the house?" 

Samuel shook his head. 

The redhead nodded, "I'll get onto it." she smiled and took the tools 
she needed from Hiccup's toolbox. First, she examined the pipes under 
the sink before asking Hiccup to turn off the main source of the 
water. After that, she got to work to find out the source of the 
water. It might just be blocked somewhere in the pipes. 

Hiccup had already gone to work with the lights so Merida did 
everything while Samuel prepared snacks for the two. After a while, 
she found the problem. 

A dead mouse. 

It was horrible. Everything was horrible, from appearance to 
fragrance. It was slowly decaying and the stench was cringeworthy. It 
was covered with scratches. Probably, the thing was half to death 
already when it went in the pipes for sanctuary. 

She got the thing out and buried it deep underground then went back 
to try on the faucet and see if it wasn't clogged anymore. 

Thankfully, it wasn't. She washed her hands several times, and all 
times, she soaped her hands harshly. Better safe than sorry. 

Hiccup came down from the second floor. Apparently, he wasn't done 
yet with his work and washed his hands for snacks. 

"How'd your work go, Mark?" he asked. 

"Done. There was a rat trapped in the pipe. Had to take it 
out . " 

Hiccup cringed, "That must stink so bad." 

She groaned, "Awful." She said as she sat down where Samuel prepared 
their food. Merida looked at the old man and smiled thankfully, 

"Thank ye fer the food, sir." 

"Call me Sam." A happy smile formed on the old man's thin lips hidden 
by his mustache. "Please, eat." 



Just then, a voice came from the second floor. His wife. 


"I'm coming, dear." He said as he rushed with a plate of cake in one 
hand to bring to his wife. 

The two ate silently. It was not until Merida had finished eating 
when she spoke to Hiccup. 

"How's your work going?" it was her turn to ask. 

"Cables were ripped, shredded and chewed on. I think it's that rat's 
doing . " 

"How long will it take you to fix?" 

"About 15 minutes. It tore a lot." 

"Can I watch?" 

He laughed a bit. "Of course. You're my apprentice after all." he 
grinned brightly. 

Her face blushed a bit in embarrassment for forgetting that fact. 
After their snacks, they piled their dishes on the sink then got back 
to work. Merida watched him curiously as he meticulously worked with 
wires while explaining what they are and what to do on different 
circumstances. She nodded in understanding. Hiccup fixed most of the 
wires and let her fix the last two. At first, it was a bit lousy so 
Hiccup had to redo it. 

Merida disliked failing so the last wire she fixed, she made sure she 
did everything carefully and correctly. Hiccup smiled approvingly, 
saying she was a fast learner. This made the redhead smirk 
confidently to herself. At least there was even at least a bit of an 
assurance that she would survive by acquiring another skill, added to 
her old ones. 

This just made her even more determined to learn faster about 
Hiccup's work so she could go on and live alone, lead her own life 
and go to places. 

They announced that the fix was done and Samuel was glad they had 
done so. He gave them their pay, with tips. Merida's eyes shone as 
she got her first pay. It felt so incredible. No one had the right to 
restrict her from using her money because she worked for it, earned 
it . 

"Thank you!" She smiled brightly at Samuel. 

"No, lad, thank you. Both of you." Samuel smiled at them. 

Hiccup chuckled. "It's no problem." 

Samuel's wife called for Hiccup. "Hiccup, you won't leave without 
seeing me, are you?" 

Elizabeth was a sweet, caring old woman. She treated Hiccup like her 
son because of his and her son's resemblance and paralleling 
personality. Sadly, their only son died in a horse-riding accident 



while she got paralyzed on the lower half of her body. 


Hiccup came in with Samuel while Merida stayed outside. He talked to 
her but before bidding goodbye, he called Merida to come in with 
them. The redhead peeked from the door first before 
entering . 

"Ma'am, meet Mark. Mark, this is Elizabeth." Hiccup 
introduced . 

Merida was confident to take off her cap because she has already cut 
it, and she was thankful she chose to. "Pleasure t'meet ye, ma'am." 
she smiled nicely. 

Elizabeth smiled fondly at her. "It's a pleasure to meet you too, 
Mark. Thanks for assisting Hiccup. It has been tough for him to do 
everything. I'm glad you agreed to being his apprentice." 

Hiccup was blushing at the back while Samuel was chuckling to 
himself . 

Merida shook her head, "No, ma'am. It's thanks to him that I have a 
job . " 

The woman chuckled softly and looked at Hiccup then back at Merida. 
"Keep an eye on him. He could be careless sometimes." she said, just 
to tease Hiccup. 

Merida was surprised, not in a negative way but not much in the 
positive way either. "0-of course, ma'am." 

Hiccup groaned, "Elizabeth.." he mumbled, trying not to sound so 
whiney like a child. "We should go." He was as red as Merida's hair. 
The old couple let them go. 

Speaking of Merida's hair, it was his first time to see her without 
her cap on. She looked odd. Feminine kind of odd. Hiccup was in doubt 
at first but shrugged it off since he, too, didn't look so masculine 
as a young teen. Puberty might hit her soon. 

As they walked back to their house, they heard screeching sounds of 
an animal, a feline. There was a commotion. Driven by the noise, the 
two searched for the source and saw a black cat with scratches, 
surrounded with other cats. This must be a battle for territories, or 
for the alpha position. 

Hiccup, being the animal lover he was, he felt sorry for the cat and 
wanted to take him, and he was about to if only the cats didn't jump 
toward the poor lone cat at once. Red could be seen behind fur and 
paws. This was serious. 

Merida, not being able to stand the violence of the animals before 
her, decided to do what she first thought ofa€"throw something, which 
was a bucket of water. Of all things, cats disliked water the most. 
Most of the cats screeched and ran off, hissing angrily, and left the 
injured black cat. 

Hiccup was the first to run to the cat and pick it up to carry it in 
his arms. Its poor tail was cut in half and it was covered with cuts. 
It would've scratched him but it was too weak to move a bone. Merida 



went to him, "It's bleeding nonstop." she said with concern. 

"Let's go." Hiccup told her as he jogged to their house. 

The two cleared the table and examined the cat quickly. This cat had 
a few cuts but one was large and deep that it would need stitches. 
Hiccup got the first aid kit while Merida got a cloth to press it 
against the wound. Hiccup didn't want to do the sewing because he 
wasn't good at it and turned to Merida for it. 

"You know how to sew, right? Can you sew its cut together?" 

Yes, she knew how to sew but not skin. But since there was no time, 
she had to do it or the poor animal would bleed to death. She didn't 
know why she was doing this, but maybe it was because of her caring 
side that was making her feel this way. 

"I need the sewing kit." she said flatly as she continued to dab on 
its wounds with one hand as she caressed its head with her other hand 
while Hiccup rushed for the sewing kit. "It's gonna be fine. We'll 
stitch ye up." she said softly, as if to calm the weak cat. 

Hiccup came back with the kit. The two of them did everything double 
time. He held the cat down while she did the stitching. The cat was 
squirming a bit but stopped struggling for it was too weak. It took a 
few minutes to stitch the wound but they did it. The bleeding has 
stopped along with it. Next, they attended to its tail. They applied 
medicine to it before bandaging it up. After the adrenaline-rushing 
time, the two sat back on the chairs and watched the cat breathe 
slowly, softly and weakly. Hopefully, it would survive. 

Both of them let out a huff of relieved sigh. That night, they let 
the cat sleep with them in their bedroom. They made a bed using a 
basket and an old pillow for it. 

Neither of them could sleep after what they had just done. 

"I've never done something like this before." Hiccup said 
quietly . 

Merida was quiet before answering. "Like whot?" 

"Tending to a cat. My dad disliked them." 

"How come?" she shifted to her side. 

"Allergies . " 

This made Merida blink. She thought it was something more serious. 

"Oh." 

"Say, why are you alone?" 

Oh no . 

Luckily, she was a quick thinker. "A'm an orphan." 

"Oh.. I assume you're 18 years old or something because they let you 
go?" He raised an eyebrow, looking at her bed. It was like he could 
almost see her through the mattress. 



"19 to be exact. Whot aboot yoo?" she peeked from the side. 


"20." Now that he saw her face, he smiled. His smile was charming 
even if he didn't try. 

"Nice." Her eyes shifted then she pulled back to lie down on her 
back. Another question came from him. "Do you think he'll 
live? " 

"Who?" 

"The cat." He was really concerned. It made her smirk a bit. "Yes, I 
believe so. He seems to be a strong cat. And besidesa€|" she turned 
to peek again. "We tended to him, didn't we? Teamwork." she grinned 
optimistically . 

He grinned with equal optimism. "We make a good team, Mark." 

"Yeah." she nodded and held out a fist. 

Hiccup stared at it for a while before understanding what she wanted 
to happen. He bumped fists with her. "See you tomorrow, Mark." 

She nodded coolly, "G' night." She flashed one last smile at him then 
pulled back. 

Merida couldn't stop smiling. She just made a new friend and it felt 
great. The fact that he was not a snobbish spoiled brat added to the 
satisfaction. Her mother should learn from this. Not all poor people 
were social climbers. It was bad to generalize them that way. 
Remembering how her mother generalized these poor people made her 
frown. One day. Hiccup would rise and show that people of his social 
class aren't the same, and that they actually work hard to earn their 
name without using rich and powerful people's approval. 

She was determined to help him get to that. Merida couldn't see why 
it was bad for her to marry anyone not in the same social class. She 
groaned. Headache. 

I should stop thinking about the past an' juist look ahead to the 
future, she told herself with her eyes closed. Soon, she drifted to 
dreamland . 

~k ~k ~k 
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><p>Merida woke up at 9 am. She had been wanting to wake up that late 
for so long. It was always 'Wake up at 7, Merida' in her old home. 

She had a smile on her face. It was so satisfying to wake up at such 
time. Just glorious. <p> 

The redhead sat up and checked beneath her bunker. Empty, just as she 
thought. Hiccup was a morning person; an early bird. He had already 
gone out to make breakfast for them (which is already on the table) , 
and went out again to check on the old man and his wife. 

The cat was already awake too, but it could barely move normally. It 
sat by the window, looking outside. Whatever it was staring at, it 
was a mystery to Merida. She proceeded to taking a bath before Hiccup 
would return. She has never taken a bath this quick before. If she 
didn't cut her hair, it would be twice as difficult to dry. Even in 
dressing up, her movements were urgent. When she had finally had her 
boots on. Hiccup was back. 

First, she heard him call out to her then talk to the cat. 

Merida cleared her throat "Coming!" 



Her voice as a man sounded like she has just started puberty. A bit 
high like a child, a male child but acceptable as a teen's. All those 
puppet plays had use after all. 

_Another day of freedom, _She thought as she inhaled. 

The first thing she saw was Hiccup petting the black cat, who seemed 
to be pleased with it judging by its soft purring. The lad's green 
eyes turned to her "I'm coming to the train station today, you wanna 
come along?" 

"We're going to work there?" she asked as she walked towards the 
table then sat down to eat her breakfast. 

"Yep." He nodded smilingly. His fingers were lightly scratching the 
cat's back. "This cat likes stomach rubs." Hiccup chuckled "He's fun 
to pet . " 

Merida was properly putting butter on her bread, the way she was 
taught in her old home. Her head lifted from its tilting to look at 
the feline who was looking back at her while Hiccup scratched its 
spine. It was either this cat disliked her or was just staring at her 
to confirm its fondness of her. 

"..Can we keep him?" Hiccup suddenly asked. 

She was munching when he asked the question. The redhead shrugged 
lightly "If yoo want. It's yer home efter a'." 

"I don't want to be rude by just adopting it without your consent, 
Mark." He looked at her. "This is your home too." 

_This man is really thoughtful, _she thought. "I don't mind. It would 
be nice to have a pet." A curt smirk curved her lips. "Whot wull ye 
name ' im? " 

Hiccup's hand went to the back of his head and scratched it 
sheepishly "I've actually tried coming up with a few while you were 
asleep in case you agree to adopting him. I've observed him and 
wanted to give him names that describe him at the least." His cheeks 
grew noticeably pinkish. 

"Let's hear the names then." Merida was cool with it. She bit largely 
on her bread and butter as she waited for him to mention the 
names . 

"I was t-thinking about Shadow, Night, Obsidian..." Hiccup went on 
with the names that mainly described the cat's color. "Also, Lucky-" 
The cat seemed to make a disgusted face. Merida saw it and laughed. 
Hiccup's face turned red. "-a-and Toothless." 

Not much reaction; just a blink. 

"Toothless?" Merida repeated, bewildered. 

Hiccup nodded slightly, shy about the name he had come up with. 
"..H-he's missing a tooth so I-I thought 'maybe Toothless can be a 
name'." He swallowed, his throat feeling dry. "S-so what do you think 
I should name him?" Hiccup tried to maintain a default 



expression-even with just a little smile- but failed miserably. His 
face was so hot and red, he was sweating. 


She studied him. Sweating temple, trembling hands, shaking shoulders. 
Was he really that intimidated of her? Merida made a small lopsided 
smile "Toothless is nice. It's unique too." her statement made Hiccup 
look at her. It was his turn to be bewildered. "W-what? R-really? I 
mean, you don't mind at all? Y-you don't have to like it. Y-you can 
say what you want to name him. After all, you helped him too." After 
all that stammering, he cleared his throat out of 
embarrassment . 

"No, really." She said, chuckling. Merida bit on her bread once more. 
"Toothless is okay." With one final bite, she was done with 
breakfast . 

It only took Hiccup a moment to regain himself back to his 
professional self and grabbed his toolbox. "Let's go so we can finish 
early." Merida didn't lose another second to follow his lead. 
Toothless followed them outside and sat just in front of the door 
when they closed it. 

"We'll be back, bud." He smiled at the feline and waved at it before 
heading the way to the train station. 

Ever since electricity was founded and used, many companies have been 
looking for the right people who knew their way around the 
technology. The station needed that with their new train carts that 
were almost done. What they needed was someone who could install the 
lights in it, and Hiccup was the man for the job. 

The electrician and his apprentice arrived at the busy station. The 
carts weren't on the rails yet but after his work, they were ready to 
be added. Hiccup and Merida made their way to the new carts, where a 
large team of hardworking men were helping each other with assembling 
the final knick knacks and checking and rechecking everything. 

The leader of the workers saw Hiccup and greeted him with a smile. 

His breath smelled of cigar. The moment he opened his mouth and 
exhaled through them, Merida had to fight the urge to not scowl and 
act like she didn't smell anything at all. Her eyes slowly rolled to 
Hiccup. He didn't even look fazed at all. He was still smiling! 

"The lamps are already in the carts. You'll find them in a crate. We 
have limited supplies right now, but I hope it would do." the man 
gestured to the first of the three new carts. He spotted Merida and 
smirked at her then at Hiccup. There was something about him that 
made Merida feel uncomfortable. He didn't say anything and left. She 
looked at Hiccup and he didn't seem suspicious. Not one bit. 

_Maybe it's just me, _she thought, shrugging off the awkward 
feeling . 

The master and apprentice made their way to the first cart. It wasn't 
hard to miss the crate. It was the only one there, along with a few 
coils of wires and a small stepladder. They went to work, doing the 
nearest lamp first. Hiccup taught Merida some more about wiring: 
Precautions, how to install and remove, how to test them out and what 
the wrong ways would be. For the first cart, he was the one who did 
the wirings and installation first, just to get her used to seeing 



what to do. 


On Merida's part, she attentively listened and nodded every once in a 
while to reassure him that she was indeed listening carefully to his 
words. He kept reminding her to turn off the power before holding the 
copper wires, and much more, use a pair of pliers on it. It would 
electrocute her. She swallowed a bit at this, mentally knocking 
herself with reminders to _turn the power off_ every time. 

On the other side of the cart, she joined Hiccup. They slowly did the 
wiring first before attaching anything to it. Lucky for the both of 
them, the redhead was a fast learner. She was able to do the other 
rooms separate from him to make the work faster. In the afternoon, 
they were beginning on the second cart. It was already evening and 
they were still doing their work in the second cart with flashlights 
in their mouths. 9 PM came and the shift was over. They have done one 
cart and a half done with wires. By tomorrow, they would be done with 
everything . 

Dirt and some oil stained their skins and shirts, sweat soaked the 
backs of their tops and beads of the salty liquid formed on their 
foreheads. Merida had never worked so hard like that. Her life in her 
parents' mansion were truly much more light weight than this. But no 
matter how difficult this was, she wasn't going to come back and 
follow every thing her mother said to her. 

The duo took their things and partially cleaned themselves before 
going out. As they walked home, they heard a few ladies and some men 
drinking in the streets talk about an aristocrat heiress missing from 
her home. 

"Maybe she was kidnapped!" One lady blurted out with a voice just a 
bit louder than a whisper. 

This made Merida turn her head to them. The news has finally 
spread . 

"She's probably murdered now, or held for ransom, since she's an heir 
to a rich clan." Another speculated. 

Merida fought the urge to roll her eyes out. Had they known she was a 
skilled fencer and gunslinger, they wouldn't think immediately about 
that . 

"Yes! And I heard she was going to marry a charming, rich young man 
that was heir to a brewing company." The third lady said, adding more 
excitement to their gossiping. 

"Oh, she's so lucky to have a rich husband!" 

This time, Merida couldn't help but groan, but quietly enough for 
them not to hear. It surprised her to hear Hiccup speak once they 
were a safe distance away from the gossipers. 

"It must be nice to have all the money that you need." He said with a 
faint smile. She turned her head to him, but tilted down a bit, 
"What?" 

"You know, being born rich and getting married to a person just as 
rich, or even richer than you. It must be such a good life. Nothing 



troubles you." He had this slightly dreamy look in his eyes. 


Merida shrugged, pretending not to know and that she was just 
speculating, "But they're juist as human as us so, ah doubt they're 
problem-free . " 

"I don't see how they could be as problematic as us people on the 
lower social class. They have money to solve almost everything for 
them . " 

_True, _she thought, and she couldn't deny such a fact. If something 
went wrong, all they had to do was pay or bribe _every time, _and 
that led them to their money problem, and to her problem of getting 
married to someone she didn't even know, because she was a tool, an 
instrument, to getting their riches back. 

Hiccup watched her as she looked aimlessly ahead, thinking deeply. He 
wondered what was bothering her but decided not to ask as it may 
cause discomfort between them. After all, they haven't known each 
other for that long. Asking her would be a nosy act. 

Not too long, they arrived, and just outside their house was 
Toothless on the barrels by the window. He seemed to be not tired at 
all. 

"Hey, bud." Hiccup greeted with a happy grin, despite the exhausting 
day. Merida greeted with a small tired smile. "Ye haven't been 
scratching the walls, have yoo?" she smirked at the cat who meowed 
and purred at them, moving its tail in delight to see them. 

"Let's go in. I bet you're hungry." He said, opening the door then 
turning on the light. He directly went to get a small plate and a 
fish from the small storage crate filled with ice, while Merida 
prepared to take a quick shower. The group of three ate together that 
night and went to bed earlier than yesterday because of 
exhaustion . 

Just before falling asleep, they had a small conversation. 

"Why do you think the heiress disappeared? Do you think she's 
kidnapped?" He asked her from below. 

If only he could see her face right now, he would have a hint that 
she knew what happened. Merida deadpanned and rolled her eyes heavily 
with sarcasm, "Nah. I would think she ran away." 

This confused and intrigued Hiccup. "Ran away? Why do you think 
that?" he sounded a bit disbelieved. Why would someone with 
everything anyone could ask for run away? It just didn't make 
sense . 

"Family problems or something. Maybe she doesn't like the guy she'd 
marry, or juist feels locked up in their glorious mansion." She was 
trying her best not to sound too sarcastic. 

Hiccup slightly leaned to the side to look at her "You think she 
doesn't like the guy? Who wouldn't like a rich man?" 

"I wouldn't." Merida replied with such a stern, annoyed voice that it 
kind of confused Hiccup. It didn't take long for Merida to realize 



what she just said. "I mean.." she swallowed quietly, "If I wurr a 
girl, ah wouldn't like a rich man. Sure it's nice, but ah wouldn't 
initially go for it." 

"Why not?" 

"Because I don't know 'im. If I do, ah might give ' im a chance, but 
knowing these rich folks? Nah." She snorted, "They wouldn't care if 
they knew that person or not as long as they have power an' 
money . " 

"Hmm. . " he hummed thoughtfully, "Yeah, I guess you're right. I 
wouldn't want to be stuck with someone I don't even know well for the 
rest of eternity, and learn that they're the kind I don't like. But., 
you know, the gold is what I really need right now..." 

She understood. Anyone in this social status would. He wanted to 
uplift his family and that was good. He was willing to sacrifice the 
rest of his lifetime just to make his folks have better life at their 
old age. She has been in the high status and it really did make the 
trick of pampering her entire family. But to her, there was more to 
life than just riches. 

"I guess it is what we need right now, but.. I think what we really 
need are things that can't be stolen. Like experiences, knowledge, 
wisdom. Whot ' s the point of living if we can't do the things we want 
to?" 


"Those can be done after getting rich." He replied, but she wasn't 
having any of it. She was going to tell him how awful and ridiculous 
it was to have a life run by inanimate objects like silver, gold and 
diamonds, but she couldn't. He _might_ find out. 

"I guess. I still would prefer happiness over riches." And with that, 
she closed her eyes. 

Hiccup couldn't fathom the difference between happiness and riches. 
Couldn't these riches buy happiness? He was going to speak his mind 
but decided against it, since he was feeling that the discussion 
would only lead to an argument, so he turned to his side and closed 
his eyes, imagining the things he would do when he has acquired all 
the gold and diamonds he needed. Imagination turned into dreams and 
both of them slept soundly, tucked in their blankets to rest for 
another exhausting day at the station. 

* *END* * 
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><p>The mentor and apprentice were back in the train station to 
complete their task. They were earlier at arriving and faster at 
doing their job. Hiccup thought he was lucky to have gotten an 
apprentice who was quick to pick up lessons. He honestly thought he 
would never get one because of how new this career was in 
general . <p> 

People would prefer professions that were already running for a long 
time. They were hesitant to try out new things and risking what they 
had. Oppression was getting worse; The poor were getting poorer and 
the wealthy were getting wealthier. Not to mention there was a social 
division, wherein a man of his age can't talk to someone else who was 
of higher social hierarchy, without their permission. 

Every day, he would keep the bothering thoughts to himself. Earlier 
that day, he had a short while of staring blankly ahead, unknowing of 
what he was looking at. Ahead were a group of men in well-tailored 
clothing, and it only took them minutes to see him staring at them, 
not knowing he wasn't really staring _at _them. He only snapped back 
when he heard a hiss and an irritated comment by a man who had a 



monocle, saying that people of his 'class' would never be one of 
them, and all they would do is gawk at rich and their spoils. This 
immediately made him turn his head away, with his face flushed in 
embarrassment, and brows furrowed in hurt. His bangs had covered most 
of his eyes so no passersby noticed. 

As a boy who grew up outside the city, it was difficult to get into 
_anything__. Privileged men would be educated better than the rest 
because they simply had the money. The other men who were on a lower 
social rank would look up to these men of power and wealth. Men of 
his social class were only lucky to get into a school if they prove 
themselves worthy. Lucky for Hiccup, when he was a child, his mother 
taught him if he weren't helping his dad in the field. 

His mother would always tell him that he had to strive if he wanted 
to succeed; he had to learn and be educated like the rich folks. He 
was getting hopeless until one day, when he went to the city to be a 
newspaper boy, he got bullied by bigger kids to a trashcan, and there 
he found two books about Basic Algebra and General Sciences. From 
then on, after selling newspapers, he would go from dumpster to 
dumpster to look for more books to educate himself in hopes of 
getting at least a scholarship. His uncle had helped him with it, 
bribing his teachers with free drinks after classes. 

This was why he came to give Gobber half, or more than, of his pay. 

He chose to be an electrician because there was less competition, he 
was sure he would get in, and with his skills at tinkering (which he 
had grown fond of while he was still selling newspapers) , he was able 
to get an apprenticeship from one of the first few electricians in 
the town. 

Not only did he learn about his profession, but about life too. His 
mentor would remind him every once in a while that he would fail, he 
would be laughed at, rejected and disrespected but he shouldn't let 
it get in the way from achieving his goals. Whatever he must do, he 
must look straight at it and don't blink. 

Hiccup kept remember this while he worked. It was becoming an 
additional fuel for his desire to step up his level. His jaw tensed 
and relaxed repeatedly as he reminded himself that he _needed _to 
work hard for his ambition to happen. 

Lunch break came and he and Merida sat on upside down crates just 
outside the train cart they were fixing. The other workers passed by 
and glanced at them, seeing that they haven't seen them at all or a 
lot. Some of the workers gave Merida an odd look, then glanced at 
Hiccup, giving him a weirder look. Hiccup shot a glare at them, while 
Merida quietly chewed on her sandwich. If confronting them wouldn't 
reveal her identity, she could have already done it. After all, they 
have given her that look whenever she passed by them to get some more 
supplies Hiccup needed. 

When the men were of a safe distance, unable to hear their normal 
voices, she spoke. 

"Ignore them., they don't know anything." Merida said, referring to 
her as his apprentice. Apparently, she heard them talking earlier 
too, saying that she was Hiccup's interest. _Homophobes, _she thought 
with such stress. This town had to change; Society had to change. She 
questioned why people had to class themselves; to separate; to 



stereotype and discriminate. 

Women were merely for the home and not for the industry. They were 
there for breeding and nursing purposes. What was worse was if a 
woman was privileged, she would be home schooled or sent to a 
boarding school. If not, they were just in the streets, begging and 
scraping for food to survive. 

It was a part of her to be adventurous. She loved playing outside 
their fenced yard and interact with the other kids. She was generous, 
and whatever she had, she shared with the other young girls, wealthy 
or not. Although, her mother would stop her and carry her home, 
leaving her friends from outside with sad, discouraged faces. 

One time when she was six, she got into a fight with one of her 
father's friends' son because she was told that women couldn't be a 
leader, and that they were always under men. This outraged her, 
saying it was unfair. Her mother had gotten her to soothe her, and 
when she told Elinor why she punched the boy, her mother only said 
that it was how the world worked and that they couldn't do anything 
about it . 

On her eighth birthday, she wanted the same group of kids to 
celebrate with her but her mother disapproved of it and instead, had 
wealthy guests. Merida would try to play hide and seek or something 
that required running and chasing with the girls her age, but they 
declined, saying it was a boy's thing. This offended her. 

Merida complained to Elinor, but the woman agreed with the other 
girls and said that Merida should stop playing such ruff and boyish 
games, and start doing more lady-like and mature things. The next 
day, she wasn't allowed to play horses, hide and seek, and even 
hopscotch, and was started to be taught overwhelming subjects like 
world history, algebra and some sciences. On the same day, she 
started to feel repressed, rebellion sparked in her until her teens, 
where she began to sneak out to their stable every 4 AM and ride out 
on her horse to the fields and plains. 

Whenever he mother was out, she would ask her father to secretly 
teach her how to handle a sword. Gunslinging, on the other hand, was 
taught to her by their family friends' sons. It was a challenge to 
make them agree, but bribing them with wine, food, and sometimes 
things of their own request did the trick. She only had to learn the 
basics. Practicing with targets was done alone in the forest. 

When she was 16, she was caught by her mother, practicing sword 
combat in her room and was confronted. Her sword was confiscated, and 
a lecture came from her mother, saying that it wasn't what a proper 
lady does, and that she should stop and be a lady. 

She put up with sayings like that, until that day she was told she 
was going to have a rearranged marriage. She had no consent and no 
say in it. It wasn't a suggestion or a question; she was downright 
told she was going to be married to one of the family friends' sons 
no matter what. That was when she thought it had to stop, and it 
wouldn't stop if she didn't do something. 

So, she ran away. 


She ran away to prove she could do what men do and prove that women 



weren't under men, and that they were equal. 


It wasn't going to be easy, but she believed taking small steps and 
leaps of faith would one day have a huge effect in the future. After 
all, someone had to start it. 

Hiccup shot one last glare at the backs of the workers, "Hypocrites." 
He thought she meant that they were looking down at them because of 
how poor they were. 

Merida's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. _Were they gay? Am I missing 
something? _She asked herself. The redhead ate her sandwich in 
silence. Her gaze roamed the area, until, somehow, it landed on 
Hiccup's torn pants. It had patches and dirty and they looked really 
old. "Ya need a new pair of pants." she said as she munched. 

The lad looked down at his trousers and sheepishly grinned against 
his sandwich "Yeah.. I would. Not right now." 

"Why not?" 

"Well, I'm saving money so I can send another one for my 
uncle . " 

_What? But he just sent one last week! _Her jaw clenched and flexed. 
The look on her face gave away what she was thinking. It didn't take 
much of Hiccup's brain to guess what was on her mind. "I know. But i 
have a debt to pay., maybe next time..?" he smiled 
reassuringly . 

Merida ate the remainder of her sandwich and leaned back with her 
arms to support her weight, "Yer uncle gave me yer old clothes. Some 
of 'em might still fit., hopefully." 

This made Hiccup laugh good-naturedly "Nah! I can assure you I 
outgrew them already. I was as small as you, that's why you fit 
them." he gestured to her. 

She was wearing his old green tunic and brown trousers. Merida looked 
down at herself "I'm smaller though." She said without shame. But of 
course, that was merely half true. Her hips felt tight and she swore 
she heard it rip earlier. 

His eyebrows rose, "Really? I thought I was the smallest!" realizing 
what he just said, his face turned red. "I-i mean, not that I'm 
insulting you, i-it ' s just that I-i.. I.. err., you.." he was turning 
redder by the second, and the more he tried to explain, the more he 
couldn't say anything right. 

Merida laughed heartily. It was her natural laugh, but it was indeed 
no lady-like laugh, which was a good thing considering she was hiding 
her identity. "Are ye a'ways this articulate?" It was sarcastic, but 
for good humor. 

Hiccup felt embarrassed, but not like the kind when someone teased 
him, "M-maybe it's why I've never had a girlfriend." he rubbed his 
nape sheepishly. 

"Oh? Well, not that _that ' s _a bad thing." She playfully nudged him, 
trying to cheer him up. He obviously felt sad for himself, not 



because he never got to experience having a girlfriend, but because 
he didn't know whether someone liked him like the other young men his 
age. "Whin ye get rich, yoo'll see a' the ladies are going t 1 come an' 
get ya. They _love __men with money." her eyes rolled 
sarcastically. 

"I don't want women to love me because I have what they want. 

That's., that's not even love, is it?" he asked, now confused of what 
he just said. 

Merida shrugged. "I've ne'er been in a relationship too, so ah don't 
know . " 

"You've never liked anyone?" it was his turn to be surprised. 

Her head shook, "Women here are as dull as a blank chalk 
board . " 

"What do you like in a woman?" Hiccup finished his sandwich then 
leaned his elbows on his knees. 

Her eyes slightly twitched. She never had a preference for a man, so 
having a made-up preference for a woman was even harder. So, she 
thought and thought. Since she was a woman, she just chose to say 
what her ideal self was. 

"Women who., who are independent and can take the lead. Who answers 
to nobody but herself. Who doesn't take orders because she's a woman. 
Who takes pride in herself and thinks herself equal to man." she 
ended with a small smile. 

Hiccup saw this and couldn't help but smile. For the first time, he 
has never heard of another guy talk about a woman without mentioning 
her physical attributes. "Sounds like you love women who are 
challenging huh?" Before Merida could react negatively, he continued. 
"It's nice, right? A girl who isn't just all looks and feminine. I 
think such women are interesting. Imagine, having a woman you can 
talk to about _anything _and not just flirt with. I want a smart one 
too, who doesn't only know how to be a mother and a wife, but also a 
friend who has strong opinions. Debates like that are healthy. It 
makes you see multiple angles of a problem." 

This made her stare at him. A man with that preference existed? His 
words encouraged her to reach her goals further. She just found 
someone who agreed with her and this made her excited. "Right? You 
could have a helping hand with things too! An' society needs to know 
that women are so much more than curves and faces ! " she almost 
shouted. Her heart was beating fast from the surge of energy and 
enthusiasm. This topic was definitely getting her pumped up. 

He nodded, laughing in agreement. "Totally! Also, a woman who would 
rather spend money on things worth it, than spending it on luxuries 
you already have!" 

The two exchanged ideas further. They learned more about each other, 
thus making them feel more at ease together. It wasn't until another 
10 minutes when the workers came back. The two stood and went back to 
work, but didn't cut their conversation. They didn't stop talking. 
They paused to tell the lead worker about their accomplishment and 
get their cheque, then began talking again on their way out. 



"How much did we get?" She asked, looking over the cheque. 

"7.68 dollars.. We split it in half." he smiled at her. 

"3 dollars and 84 cents." Merida said within a matter of seconds. 
"How much dae ye earn a week?" 

"20 at best." His eyebrow quirked "Why?" 

"I was thinking that., maybe we could do extra hours." 

"How?" 

"Do you know where to get lumber?" She looked up at him. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Merida laid down a old piece of paper on the table and took the 
pencil that was tucked behind her ear. "We can do..." she drew a 
simple blueprint of their small shack "... This." she added a 
blueprint of an extension of one side of the house. She gestured to 
her sketch. <p> 

Hiccup was staring while rubbing his chin with the side of his index 
finger. Without a word, he extended the same hand for Merida to hand 
him the pencil. She gave it to him and watched him do some revisions 
The two looked at each other and nodded, exchanging toothy 
smiles . 

Hiccup got a few broken pieces of broken boards and nailed them 
together. The two stared at it and tried to think of possible names 
for their sign, and even tested who had the most legible penmanship. 
Merida won it. The redhead painted their sign and Hiccup varnished 
it. They two spent hours on making and testing their sign. 

Sam saw them and made snacks for the two while they worked. 

"What are you two boys doing?" 

"A sign for our new shop." Hiccup answered with a broad 
grin . 

"Shop? " 

Merida nodded "Yes. A repair shop!" she said 
enthusiastically. 

"Oh.." the old man nodded, understanding. "What are you two taking 
for repairs?" 

The redhead moved aside to show what she had written so far. "Lights 
and electricity, plumbing, furniture and smithing." 

"Smithing?" Sam glanced at Hiccup. 

Hiccup pointed his thumb at Merida, "Mark thinks it's a good idea 
that I should use my smithing skills." 

"We're going to need a permit though." She said, scratching her neck 



"Permits cost a lot., and we're going to need suitable materials for 
this. We'll need a forge." 


Hiccup winced. "Forge?.. We don't even have a proper stove." he was 
sounding hopeless now. Both of them seemed to be drained. 

Sam saw this and placed a hand on Merida's shoulder. "I may have 
something that could help. Come." 

The three went to the old man's home and into the basement. There 
were lots of old dusty boxes, crates, barrels and desks. The only 
thing that helped light up the room was an oil lamp. Old Sam pulled 
an old notebook from a shelf near the desk and opened it. He was 
mumbling about something being in it somewhere. After several flips 
of the old yellow, brittling pages of the notebook, an entire page 
two pages was scribbled with notes and even diagrams and sketches of 
what looked like a blacksmith's furnace with an anvil and 
tools . 

"What?.." Hiccup was lightly laughing "You never told me you were a 
blacksmith ! " 

"I wasn't. My father was. I'm an army man, remember?" Sam chuckled 
and closed the book, giving it to Hiccup, "Take it. My father put in 
a lot of information about smithing there. It might be able to help 
you out in the future." 

Merida was containing herself from bursting with joy. "T-thank you so 
much ! " 

Sam laughed and nodded at her "It's nothing, Mark. I'm glad to help 
you out. You two are like the sons Elizabeth and I never had.." 

The three of them went back up, and only Merida and Hiccup continued 
outside. While Hiccup studied the notebook, Merida made final touches 
on their shop sign. She leaned the sign against the wall outside to 
dry and went inside. Hiccup sat down, reading the book. He spent 
hours studying and rewriting on his own notepad about it. He didn't 
move from his seat and only stood up to go to bed. 

In the morning, he woke up early again only to reread his notes and 
make sure there were no mistakes. Merida woke up a while later to 
make their breakfast. And when she was going to buy milk, she saw a 
crowd gathering up by the area's bounty bulletin board. 

Curiosity got the best of her and made her squeeze her way through 
the throng of people, and to her surprise, she saw a poster for her 
bounty . 

"Anyone to bring back the Dunbroch Heiress shall receive a reward of 

$ 10 , 000 !" 

Merida's eyes widened. Now she was sure bounty hunters-no, _everyone 
_was going to keep an eye for her. She needed to be more careful. She 
pulled the bill of her paperboy cap down to hide her face and get out 
of there. There wasn't a minute she wasn't paranoid. For the entire 
15 minutes of buying and getting home felt like five hours to her. 
When she got home, she made sure no one was following her, then shut 
the door. 



* *END OF CHAPTER** 


* * 


* 


><p>I'm sorry this took so long to make : My thesis is in the 
way . 

You guys may be wondering why Hiccup is smithing. He's not an expert 
yet. He knows the basics, because he has seen Gobber and Stoick do it 
sometimes, and Merida thought that would be a good side-job because 
it has a higher pay. You might also ask why didn't Hiccup just become 
a blacksmith. He mentioned about avoiding competition, because there 
was already a lot of blacksmiths. Also, he believed that smithing was 
for strong men, and that he was weak, and would make him not succeed 
at all because of that 'weakness'. (This idea honestly just came to 
me last week) . 

* *HELP . I need answers if any of you are interested about the idea of 
'Mericcup MONTH' (because a week ain't enough.)** 

**go to (( xcandyslice . deviantart . com )) and you'll see my 
featured post there. I linked a poll there, go to it and choose a 
month for Mericcup MONTH (if you're up for it) .** 

* *REPLIES TIME!** 

_* *Dreaming-f antasy-girl : * *_THANK YOU SO MUCH! 

_**Nubiz HG:**_ It's okay! I understand! :D Thank you! 

* *_M . A . : _ * *BELATED HAPPY BIRTHDAY! I'm so sorry this is so late 
u . u 

_**Dialgal23 : **_Don't worry! I won't abandon this! I love writing 
this ! 

_**Norse King: **_i know right xD I don't know why I didn't think of 
that to be honest ._. XD Omg I wish I could do a Celtic or British 
e-e or any accent for that matter. 

_* *TPATFanl 6 : **_Thank you so much! I hope you keep reading D: 


6. Chapter 5 

**Because I don't wanna wait. Here's another update!** 
**I don't own Brave and HTTYD** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Ever since that day, Merida had been careful not to let a 
<em>single <em>lock of her hair out of her cap. She was afraid that 
someone smart enough would get the idea that she cut her hair so she 
wouldn't be easy to spot. She remained inside as much as possible, 
and would only go out when necessary. There wasn't a day that she 
wasn't paranoid. _So much for freedom, _she thought exasperatedly . 
_Better this than getting married to some spoiled brat though, _she 
noted . 



Hiccup was collecting their pay while she was working on rearranging 
their furniture. Their house was already extended for the smithy. The 
only thing missing was the furnace and the anvil. She had been 
working all day, arranging the look of the interior. The wall where 
the furnace was going to be against was made of stone bricks, while 
the other side was made of wooden planks. 

It wasn't until sunset when Hiccup came back. Merida was out, putting 
up the sign. A rope was tied around her hand for her to pull. Other 
than about electric wires, switches and lights. Hiccup had taught her 
how to assemble spare gears and improvise. One of the assembling she 
learned was of making a small pulley, which she used to put up the 
sign. It wasn't that because there were no chairs or crates to stand 
on; She wanted to see if she learned it correctly. She realized it 
was, and felt a swelling confidence and pride when Hiccup praised her 
for it. 

For the few weeks (almost a month) that they have been together, the 
two have been closer, like brothers. Spending time together everyday 
made her discover what his likes and dislikes, and habits were. With 
her observation skills, she knew green was his favorite color, he 
loved reading educational books, he preferred to eat food with soup 
than roasted ones, and his habits like sleeping with one knee bent up 
(which she discovered whenever she got out of bed to drink water) , 
spinning his pen or pencil before writing, and rolling his eyes to 
the left whenever he was nervous. 

"Everyone's acting like vultures." Hiccup said as they entered the 
smithy . 

"I take it it's because of that lost heiress." Merida swallowed. 

He nodded, "I heard a rumor that the family was willing to throw in 
$500 more if she wasn't found next week still. That's just 
crazy ! " 

"Everybody's crazy." She rolled her eyes as she walked over to the 
tools table covered with scratch papers and a few pencils. "It's like 
they're throwing away their jobs because they'll be instantly rich 
whin they faind ’er." 

"I don't blame them though.." he mumbled. "$10,000? We could live off 
of that for God knows how long!" Hiccup went to the opposite side of 
the table. The two of them cleaned it up. They didn't have to talk to 
agree on eating dinner there. It was spacious and much better to eat 
on than the cramped space in the kitchen. 

"Unless ye ' r that family living across us." She said, piling the 
papers in one hand while the other got the scattered ones on the 
table. "They have tons of babies, the husband is a drunkard an' the 
wife can't do anything! Not to mention that the man spends most of 
his income on liquor!" Before Hiccup could ask how she knew, she cut 
him off. "Don't ask how I knew." She snorted. He just dismissed the 
topic and shrugged. 

The two placed the papers on a counter. "Let's eat." Hiccup beamed at 
her . 



><p>Meanwhile, in the Dunbroch manor, Elinor and Fergus barely slept 
wella€"especially Elinor. She was devastated to discover that her 
only daughter had ran away from home, and left almost no clues at 
all. Her redheaded daughter had only taken the shirt and trousers 
from the laundry basket, and paperboy cap. That was it. Heaven knew 
what could have happened after she fled. Elinor was imagining the 
worst, but there was this ray of hope in her heart that believed that 
her precious daughter was still alive. <p> 

She had been sitting on the rocking chair by the fireplace, doing 
nothing but sewing on handkerchiefs anxiously. Whenever her husband 
told her to go sleep, she wouldn't budge. She would only stand to eat 
or go to the bathroom. There was always this nagging fear that if she 
left her place, Merida would sneak back in and get away when she 
returned. Not to mention that she was afraid that if she left the 
rocking chair at night, nobody would be able to answer the door quick 
enough if someone had found Merida. 

That night, Fergus sat on the couch next to her. He was reading a 
bedtime story to their triplet sons, who were yawning and rubbing 
their eyes from sleepiness. When the boys were asleep, Fergus took 
them to their room. Elinor thought he was heading to bed also, but he 
didn't. He returned to her side and stared at the crackling fire 
before them. It was only after several minutes when her husband broke 
the sullen silence between them. 

"Dear, you might prick your finger if you keep sewing in the dark." 

He said softly. 

No response. 

He sighed. "Lass, ye haven't slept a wink fer days. You need to 
rest." Even though he knew she was going to snap at him for saying 
that, he said it anyway. He was concerned that his wife was at the 
brink of hysteria. It wasn't because he wasn't worried; he had to be 
strong for the both of them also. He himself had a difficult time 
sleeping for the past few weeks. He knew why their daughter had done 
it, but he couldn't blame Elinor either. They really were losing 
money. Why? Because of all the spending on luxuries, parties, and the 
downhill of their business sales. 

He and Elinor were afraid for their children. They didn't want to see 
themselves end up in the streets, begging for change or food. To save 
their family's future, Merida had to marry to their wealthy friend's 
son . 

The man massaged his forehead with his index and middle finger. If 
they weren't able to find Merida soon, they were going to have to 
dismiss several more of their servants, and eventually have to sell 
their possessions. It would break their pride, and news would spread 
about their stand on their wealth. Their public image would 
crumble . 

"Have I been too harsh on ’er?" Elinor's soft, sleep-deprived voice 
rang in his ears. He glanced at her direction. She has stopped 
embroidering. He didn't have to speak for her to know that he was 
confused. "Have I gone too far?" she asked again. "Did I push 'er too 
hard? " 


He knew she was talking about the marriage. "Elinor, dear, there was 



nothing else we could do." He tried to soothe her. 


"We don't have any choice. If there was a different one, I would have 
chosen it instead of agreeing to marrying her off to someone she has 
never met before." Her voice was cracking. Fergus could see her eyes 
become glossier from tears welling up on the brims of her eyes. "But 

we have no other choice. I don't want to see her end up on the 

streets, or worse, in a brothel!" she burst into tears. 

This urged her husband to stand and embrace her. He hushed her as he 
stroked her long silky hair, "None of that is going to happen. She 
won't end up in a brothel _ever_. " He reassured her. 

"Maybe I should have told her that we are doing this because of our 

financial problem." She sobbed against his chest. She didn't tell 
Merida that time because a lot of people were still awake. Their 
fighting ensued only after dinner the night she disappeared. She _was 
_going to tell Merida, but the redhead fled. 

"Perhaps soa€ When we get her back, we have to tell her. No more 
hiding." He caressed her back. 

The two of them embraced each other for the rest of the night. When 
Elinor fell asleep, Fergus carried her to their room. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Early morning. Hiccup and Merida had been working on the furnace 
and chimney. Merida was on the roof, assembling the bricks of the 
chimney. Hiccup had prepared their lunch, and he walked out to the 
back and looked up to see her. Her form had blocked out the sun from 
his eyes.<p> 

"Hey, lunch is ready." He said with his hands on his hips. 

She looked, nodded, then set the plastering trowel inclined against 
the dry side of the chimney, and positioned herself to climb down the 
ladder. But she miscalculated her foot on the first step, making the 
wooden thing slide. Everything happened quickly, but Hiccup was just 
as swift to react. He held out his arms to catch her. And in the nick 
of time, he was able to, but they both fell forward. 

Merida groaned in pain, reaching her bum as she turned to her side, 
facing him. Hiccup also groaned, trying to lift himself, "A-are you 
okay?" he asked, hissing from the aching feeling on his 
forearms . 

"Y-yeah.." she bit her lower lip as she tried to prop herself 
up . 

Hiccup dismissed the pain he felt and looked at her, scanning her for 
injuries. Merida's gaze trailed from her hand to his face. Right now, 
she was staring at his eyes. When he leaned over to reach her leg, 
she hitched a breath. She was never this close to a man before. This 
was nothing. When his head turned to look at her, and his arm lifted 
from her leg to hold her arm, her breath held. Their gazes connected 
once more. She could feel her cheeks heat up. 

They were _so close_. 



"Does it hurt?" He asked in concern as he squeezed her arm 
gently . 


For Hiccup's part, his eyebrow flinched for a split second. Her arm 
sort of felt soft over her firm muscles. _I never thought a guy could 
have soft arms like they were a female's, _he thought with a small 
blush at the thought of a female version of 'Mark'. _What the? No. 

No. Hell **no** . _(Bloody Christ, Hiccup. She _is 

_female ! ) 

Merida gently tugged her arm back, "N-no. It's fine. It's not 
broken." She tried to speak normally, like a guy, but she was 
slightly failing. 

A moment of silence felt like half an hour. Merida was the first to 
move and back away before what she feared entered his mind. Hiccup 
was smart. There was a huge chance he would be able to figure out 
that she was the lost heiress. She stomped her way inside the house 
and headed directly to the bathroom to wash up, and have a short time 
to react, without having to pretend that she was a man. 

Hiccup, on the other hand, was mentally punching himself; He couldn't 
believe what he just thought when he held Mark's arm! _What the hell 
is wrong with you. Hiccup? Are you gay? You can't be gay. Why did you 
think that!?... But it's truea€"no! You can't think like that! 
Comparing a man's arm to a woman's?! What the hell! Stop imagining 
that he's female! _He argued with himself. He couldn't help it. _It ' s 
like that time when you accidentally brushed your hand on that blond 
girl's hand. Now _that _was soft. _Hiccup finally smacked a hand on 
his face as he walked back. Then he stopped again, with his gaze 
glued to his feet, _But then again, there was something off with him 
just now. His voice sounded odd., like It was forced. _He snorted, 
_Nah.. he was just shaken. He fell, for God's sake. Hiccup. You would 
be three times terrified than he was! _The young man sighed and 
entered the house. 

Merida was already sitting on her chair. What Hiccup particularly 
noticed was that her sleeves were rolled up, showing her forearm. It 
was pale and looking smooth without all the dirt, grease, and cement 
stains on it. The redhead looked up from her plate to Hiccup. The man 
flinched once more and went to the sink to clean his hands and arms. 
His face was red. 

_You really should stop thinking about those things. Hie! He'll hate 
you if you keep looking at him like that! _ 

The two of them ate silently. Hiccup seemed troubled. It showed on 
his face and Merida noticed it. She just didn't ask about it, fearing 
that he might have a Eureka moment if she spoke. It wasn't just 
Hiccup who was smacking himself mentally. Merida was too. 

_You idiot. Now he's goin'tae faind oot about yer identity! He's 
gonna hand ya over! Not only that, he won't trust ya anymore! _She 
yelled inwardly. _Yoo need to be much more careful from now on! Ye'r 
gonna be back in that cage o' yers an' marry James! Ugh!_ 

They ate together, but kept themselves in their own minds, afraid of 
what the other might think or say. After the meal, Merida was the one 
to clean the plates while Hiccup headed to the furnace to proceed on 
finishing it. After washing the dishes and cutlery, Merida made her 



way to the back of the house. She propped the ladder up again and 
went up. For the rest of the day, they somehow stayed away from each 
othera€"Merida purposely did so. 

Hiccup was already over what happened and had forgotten about it, 
while she was still paranoid. She was done with the chimney hours 
ago. She stayed on the roof, watching the kids play with slingshots. 
She smirked at how they could barely hit the bottle cap propped up 
with a barbecue stick held by clay. Dented cans were scattered around 
them. Unknown to her. Hiccup was also watching, but from the door in 
the under-construction shop, just below her. 

The smallest of the boys couldn't hit it. His friends made fun of 
him, to witch Hiccup slightly frowned. He knew how that felt. He was 
going to tell them to stop but, before he could take a step forward, 
Merida had jumped off the roof. It frightened him. _Man, this guy 
could do that?! _He thought in surprise. 

The redhead fixed her cap and then walked over to the kids. The young 
boys looked at her with a nervous look. Was she going to hit them? 

She certainly did not look pleased. The four boys squeezed together, 
almost huddled like frightened ducklingsa€"including the one they 
made fun of. 

"Don't laugh at him." She said calmly but firmly. "Nobody's good on 
their first try." She held out her hand and the little one gave her 
the slingshot. Merida took a small stone from the ground, pulled it 
back with the rubber sling and let it fly swiftly to the target, 
effectively removing the cap and denting it. She looked back at them 
"I didn't see any of you successfully take it out, so don't make fun 
of someone who can't either. It takes practice." She handed the 
slingshot back to the little boy. 

Her lips formed a small smiled at him, then her eyes turned to look 
at the bigger ones. "Never _ever _make fun of someone who can't do 
the same things as you. You're all the same." 

"But we hit it. We just didn't take it off the stick." The biggest 
kid said with pride and with a matter-of-fact ly tone. 

"But I have, so does that give me the right to laugh at you an' make 
ya feel bad?" Her eyebrows furrowed. 

The kids frowned and grumbled, annoyed with her. "Come on, guys.. 

This old man's no funa€ | " the others agreed and walked away, except 
for the smallest boy. He stayed and watched the others walk away, 
discussing among themselves how mean Merida was, and how they were 
going to tell on their parents that someone scolded them. 

In the distance. Hiccup watched with awe. He has never seen someone 
stand up for anyone they didn't know, or for children. He didn't 
approach her. He just observed from his post to see what else she 
would do. Merida crouched down and talked to the little boy. He 
couldn't hear it well because she was so quiet. She handed him 
another stone then pointed at a pile of cans. Surely enough, the boy 
could hit it. He only couldn't hit smaller targets. So, she assisted 
him, helping him with what to do. She set the bottle cap up again and 
went back to him. The little boy was almost able to hit the thing, 
and just missed by a few centimeters. 



"That's it!" She said with a big grin. "Juist keep practicing, an' ye 
won't miss!" She ruffled the boy's hair, and stood out from her 
crouching. Merida flashed a smile at him then went back to the house. 
He spotted Hiccup smiling at her. This made her stop on her tracks 
and furrow her eyebrows, "Whot?" her lips formed a small thin 
line . 

Hiccup shook his head. Her expression didn't faze him. He kept 
smiling without faltering. "Nothing." 

"Yer face says otherwise." Her eyes squinted suspiciously. 

"Well, it's just that.." he absent-mindedly began to scratch the back 
of his head, "I've never really seen anyone stand up for someone 
else, or defend them, for that matter." He didn't let her speak even 
with a short pause. His hand had found its place inside his trousers' 
pocket, and another sincere smile curved his lips. "It's nice." 

If Merida's mother were there, Merida was sure the woman would tell 
her otherwise, and that what she did was humiliating and scandalous. 
Indeed, it was, but it didn't mean it was _wrong. _ 

Frankly, Merida didn't know what to say. Her shoulders merely moved 
for a shrug, then she entered the building. Hiccup's smile softened, 
but didn't fade. He watched her walk towards the furnace he has just 
finished fixing. His green orbs stared at the furnace, then at his 
friend. Merida wasn't just his assistant anymore. She was what he 
considered his closest friend. He knew a lot about her, just like how 
much she knew about him. 

He knew that her favorite snack was an apple. He knew that she liked 
carving on pieces of wood; loved stargazing through the window next 
to their bunk bed; disliked heavily ornamented women; and preferred 
milk over tea. He also noticed that she would unknowingly trace the 
brim of her paperboy cap's bill at random times, prop her right foot 
on its heel and wave it after five minutes of sitting down, and flex 
her jaw whenever she was thinking deeply. 

They really had gotten to know each other quite well in that span of 
a few weeks. It made his heart swell to have a friend he was close 
with, and could rely on. He didn't have friends; just acquaintances. 
He didn't get to share secrets and dreams with someone before. Merida 
was the first. He fully trusted this person like family, and he hoped 
she felt the same. 

Suddenly, his motivation to get to the higher side of the hierarchy 
was stronger than before. He wanted to help her too, like his family. 
He was going to push his limits for her as well. Even if she wouldn't 
agree to it or give him anything in return, he would do it still. The 
redhead had been inspiring to him. If anything were to happen to her, 
he would be just as devastated as someone who lost a family 
member . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Since the smithy wasn't ready for business yet. Hiccup and Merida 
had been taking side jobs like being stable boys, or chimneysweepers. 
From time to time, they would go to different parts of the town to do 
business. Days had gone and Merida seemed to be adapting faster 
reflexes of hiding herself and shielding her face from familiar 



folks. That is, until Hiccup told her he was asked to fix the 
lighting in her family's home . <p> 

Merida's eyes were staring unblinkingly at him. Her mouth was 
slightly open, and surely enough, her breath was held also. 

Hiccup's brows furrowed at her petrified look, "Is something 
wrong? " 

After a second or two, her eyes blinked and her mouth closed. 
"N-nothing. Justa€ | surprised that aa€ highly respected family knew 
about ye an' asked yoo t'work in their home." Saying those words has 
never been so awkward to say. 

The lad's small pout turned into a big happy grin. "I know, right? I 
didn't expect it either! But I'm excited to work there!" He proceeded 
to talk about getting ideas on how his future home would look like 
from the Dunbroch manor's architecture. 

Merida was still in a state of shock. She couldn't hear his words 
anymore. They were muffled by the sound of her heartbeat slowly 
beating into her eardrums. _What am I going to do? Ah can't juist 
tell ' im t ' go alone! He'll need assistance! _She freaked out in her 
head. _But how am I supposed to hide my face!? _It was either that or 

feeling guilty of making him go alone. 

She had a soft spot for Hiccup. She couldn't just leave him alone 
with _their _work. If only she could have a better disguise than 
that. _A short haircut perhaps? _Her hand reached for her head 

covered by her cap. _Straighten her hair? __Maybe . 

Eureka! A hair straightener ! 

Merida's eyes squinted as she thought of the hot comb her mother had. 
She was sure it was in her room before she left. She just _needs to 
get in there_. Or maybe, she could just buy onea€ if her savings 
allowed it. 

_This is ridiculous! I'm going to buy a hotcomb for _this_? _She 
thought she was getting absurd. _I'll just cut my hair really short 
then! It's a lot easier! _ 

And before they left, Merida snipped away more of her locks and her 
hair was now shorter than Hiccup's. A pixie cut wasn't really bad. At 
least she left her fringe longer, but that was it. 

Hiccup wondered why she took so long in the bathroom. He wanted to 
ask, but even though they were close friends, he did not want to 
invade her privacy, and just kept quiet. They took a carriage to the 
Dunbroch home, which took an hour and a few minutes of 
journey . 

There it was, the grand gates of the Dunbrochs towering over them. It 
stood stiff, intimidating those who dared to go near it. Hiccup was 
intimidated and excited at the same time. Merida, however, was as 
pale as a corpse. Her companion was oblivious to this and shouted, 
calling for any servants to acknowledge them. When the familiar 
servants came, Merida looked away slightly, pulling the bill of her 
cap down to shade her eyes. 



_This is going to be more difficult than I thought. _She gulped 
quietly . 

The maid accompanied them inside and told them to wait in the lobby 
while she left to call the head of the household. While waiting. 
Hiccup examined his surroundings. There were definitely a lot of 
expensive furniture and decoration, but what caught his eyes was a 
large landscape portrait of a lady with long curly red hair. She was 
sitting with her skirt sprawled on the grass. Her hands were on her 
lap. Her face was sweet and serene. Her smile was soft and subtle; it 
brought out a unique elegance in her. 

Hiccup's eyes wandered away to look at the other paintings. She was 
in the family portraits. Just by seeing some, he immediately knew who 
she was. "So this is the lost heiress,..." he said quietly. 

Merida was standing beside him the whole time. When he spoke about 
her, her head tilted up to see the large portrait of her. She kept 
silent, anticipating for what he had to say next. 

"I always imagined her to be pretty, but seeing a portrait of hera€ | " 
he trailed away and let out a soft exhale, "She's even more beautiful 
than I imagined her to be." 

This made Merida's cheeks flush, and she had to lower her head to 
cover her face. Where was her long bundle of curls to hide her face 
when she needed it? He thought she was beautiful, and it was making 
her nervous and conscious of herself. If only he knew how sloppy she 
really was outside of family portraits. Would he still think she was 
beautiful if he did? She was knocked out of her head when Hiccup said 
a certain statement. 

"I wonder why she left thougha€ i " 

This made her look at him. If he had known about her motive why she 
left, would he still agree with her idea? That everyone has a say in 
his or her own life? 

The head of the servants arrived with the maid. Of course Merida knew 
who he was. She kept her head low once more as they were led to the 
entertainment area. There was a grand piano at one side and sofas, a 
love seat and a coffee table in the middle of the sofa set. Memories 
came rushing like flashflood in her mind. She remembered playing 
chess on that coffee table, being taught how to play the piano, and 
playing wooden horses and toy soldiers and a princess doll while her 
mother embroidered her name on her handkerchiefs. 

Once again, she was knocked out of her mind when Hiccup said they 
should start. One of the male servants arrived with a folding ladder. 
Her head tilted up to see the old gold chandelier. The servants had 
left and it was just he and she now. She held the ladder while he 
climbed up to see what was wrong with the lights. 

"This place is nice, huh?" he said with a smile. "I want a house like 
this . " 

Of course, Merida couldn't answer honestly. She has lived there all 
her life. So, she just remained silent, hoping he wouldn't ask for 
her to clarify if she found it nice. Luckily, he didn't. But a pang 
of pain pierced through her chest from what he said next. 



"The heiress must be spoiled. Why would she run away from a warm, 
sturdy home?" Hiccup huffed as he unscrewed the nearest light bulb. 
"Probably to run away with her suitor and have a lot of babies." It 
was a joke but she didn't take it as so. 

At the foot of the ladder, Merida stood with her head bowed and her 
eyes filled with tears. Was that how everyone thought of her? How _he 
_thought of her? Hearing this judgment from someone who has grown 
close to her was almost unbearable. Her clutch on wooden ladder had 
grown weak. She mustered her strength to fight to tears from rolling 
down her cheeks, and to prevent herself from sniffing and gasping in 
confusion and sadness. 

When he asked for his tools, she would give them without looking at 
him. She tried to act normal, trying to calm herself down and telling 
herself that he didn't mean it. That he just didn't know the heiress 
was she. But still, it was painful. 

It only took Hiccup about an hour to fix the lighting and replace the 
bulbs. He went to tell the head servant while Merida waited for him. 
Alone, she felt very uncomfortable. But after a while of examining 
the entertainment room, she felt at home still. Her thoughts brought 
her back to the past as she walked around, sort of acting like she 
lived there. 

She arrived next to the grand piano and looked at the clean keys. Her 
dirty, bandaged (as gloves) fingers touched the white keys and 
pressed one after brushing her index on a few. She played a short 
melody with one hand. If it weren't for her mother's persistence on 
her learning the piano, she wouldn't be able to play that small 
piece. It was one of the few pieces she learned how to play. 

Her lips were slowly forming a subtle smile, when suddenly Elinor's 
voice rang in the room. "What are you doing?" 

Chills ran down Merida's spine. _0h no. _She thought in dread. Her 
hand quickly lifted from touching the keys. She didn't talk. Her 
mother might find out. 

"Who told you to touch that?" The woman's intimidating voice got 
louder as she got nearer. 

Merida immediately backed away and kept her head low, using her cap 
to shade her face. Just then. Hiccup and the head servant arrived at 
the scene. Elinor turned her head to the head servant and lifted her 
chin. "This young man touched the piano." There was no need to say 
anything more. Hiccup immediately apologized and went to Merida's 
side, while the servant began apologizing and wiping the keys clean 
from her fingerprints. 

"And who is this?" Elinor asked after briefly scrutinizing Hiccup's 
f orm . 

"They're the electricians we hired." The servant answered, slightly 
intimidated by the mistress. 

Another brief look at the man and his apprentice then proceeded to go 
to the patio at the back, "Where is Maudie? Have we received the 
letters yet?" her voice faded, but not too far to be inaudible. One 



of the servants answered her, following her 
ma'am. There's no letter yet." 


"She is in the market 


"Any sign of _her_?" 

"No, ma 'am." 

Hiccup watched the Dunbroch woman got out the door and turn right. 
Merida's head was still low. She let out a soft, shaky exhale. "That 
was terrifying." He grimaced at the woman's direction then looked 
down at her, his expression softening. "Why did you touch the 
piano? " 

Good question. _Why **did ** she? _ 

There was a prolonged silence due to Merida not being able to tell 
him an excuse and the truth. Hiccup thought she was terrified of the 
woman, so he let it go. "Well, I got our payment. So we should go." 

He smiled comfortingly at her. She merely nodded and followed him 
out. She didn't lift her head until they were out of the vicinity. 

She swore she was never going back in there ever again. 

As they waited for a carriage. Hiccup talked about their pay, their 
side jobs, and the Dunbroch family. 

"I heard they asked for their friends' help to locate their daughter. 
His father also participated with the police in their search." 

Now hiding was going to be even more difficult. She was surely not 
going to be able to show her face outside. _I might need a mask if 
this keeps up, _she rolled her eyes in thought. She would need a 
better disguise if she wanted to get away. 

_Maybe I could dye my haira€| _She pursed her lips in thought. She 
was definitely considering the idea. 

"Mark, you keep spacing out lately. Are you sure you're okay?" Hiccup 
peered to the side to see her face clearer. "Did you want a piano? Is 
that why you touched it?" 

Merida was caught off guard with this and stammered "N-no. Not 
really. I wasa€ I just thought the piano wasa€ pretty." __What? _She 
was unimpressed with her answer, but Hiccup bought it. 

"It is. It looked expensive too." He beamed at her. Thank heavens for 
his obliviousness. 

"Whata€ | did you think of the house?" She changed the subject away 
from her interest. Architecture might be his fancy, other than 
engineering . 

"Well, it's definitely grand.. But there seemed to be something off." 
He tapped his index finger on his chin. 

Merida deadpanned, "Too spacious?" 

"Yeah! That. I want a big house too, but not so spacious that it 
looks empty despite the amount of decorations." He laughed 
heartily . 



"An average-sized house would be fine for me, to be honest." She made 
a lopsided smile. "A room for me, a living room, kitchen and a 
balcony. Simple." 

"Looks like you also have a dream house. My dream house has two 
floors too!" He said enthusiastically, getting hyped up by their 
topic. He hailed a coach and got in with her. He spoke more about his 
dream house, and she eagerly listened, imagining his dream house with 
him. Their topic jumped from dream houses, to traveling the world, 
going on to adventures. And when they got back to their street, they 
talked about their future selves. How many kids they wanted, and what 
they would name them. 

Merida has never heard any man talk about family. It was always about 
sports, business or womena€"Never about having a family. Although, 
Hiccup was still unsure of what he wanted in his family. 

"I'm not much of a child-person, but I think settling down and having 
a family of my own would be nice." He said with a small smile. "How 
many do you want?" 

"As long as they aren't triplets." Was her immediate answer. It made 
him laugh. 

"Why? What's wrong with triplets?" he asked, trying to calm himself 
from laughing. 

"Juist that they're a pain in the neck." There was definitely an 
experience behind her words. 

"How do you know?" there was a silly grin plastered on his face. 

She froze for a bit. "Well, my., former neighbor had triplets. They 
were a 'ways causing trouble." 

He laughed again, "I guess. How many boys do you want?" 

"One boy an' one girl would be enough. Y'know, a pair. Whot about 
you?" Talking about future families was new, but it was a pleasant 
discussion with him. It always was with any topic with him. He just 
had this welcoming vibe with him that she always felt that talking to 
him was talking to an old friend, and she felt terrible hiding things 
from him, but she didn't want to go back. 

Hiding her identity from him was going to be risky. There was no 
turning back now. She has already dragged him into this mess, and 
once authorities would find about she was with him, they would 
question him, and poor Hiccup would be confused and afraid, just 
because she dragged him in this without his knowledge or 
consent . 

"Let's be neighbors one day. I meana€ | " Hiccup's voice rang in her 
ears. She saw him rubbing scratching his temple. "If that's okay with 
you." She just stared at him. _He wants me to be his neighbor? _"I-if 
you're wondering why, it's because y-you ' re like my brother, y'know? 
You're family to me, and I don't want to part away from my 
family . " 


It was easily the most touching thing she has ever heard. Her heart 
melted. She felt appreciated with little to no effort at all. After 



getting told that she was only worth when she knew how to run a 
household, and that she wouldn't worth to a wife if she didn't know 
how to be a lady (to which she tried, but she really just didn't fit 
in the category) , to this person, to Hiccup, she was family without 
trying hard to prove herself a worthy 'brother'. 

His words made her smile softly, "Of course." She gave him a pat on 
the shoulder. "We're brothers. And you'reaC"" she gently punched his 
arm, her smile transitioning from subtle to playful, "a€"my brother 
from another mother." 

The two laughed, and Hiccup wrapped an arm over her shoulder and used 
his free hand to mess with her cap. They were getting even closer, 
and their bond becoming stronger, and it seemed like the whole 
universe agreed with them. Nothing could set them apart. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>End of Chapter<strong> 

Boy, that was long! ALMOST A HUNDRED WORDS AWAY FROM 6000 WORD 
COUNT . 

** ANNOUNCEMENT FOR MERICCUP LOVERS:** 

* *MERICCUP MONTH **will be commenced on** _SEPTEMBER_ ! **If you wanna 
join, **the prompts are in my profile**. 

**Go to the very bottom** and you will see links leading to 
**Mericcup Month Prompts**. If you _don't_ have a Tumblr, but have a 
Deviant Art, you can submit your work in the **Mericcup group in 
DA**. They already made a folder there. **It will open on September 
1st**. 

I hope you all join. **You're not required to do _all _the days**, 
but if you want to, the __better._ 

If you have more questions, **visit the mericcup month tumblr page 
and check the FAQ section**. There are already listed frequently 
asked questions there. If your question is an answer, just **leave a 
message**, or **PM me here**, or **send a note on Deviant Art**! 

Thank you ! 

**P.S. **If you're wondering why there's a Mericcup Month, it's 
because there's a serious lack of fan work/content of them that it 
bothers me. This ship has a lot of potential, and is very fun, but I 
don't see any more works of them. I hope we can all come together and 
create **a lot **of things for them, hence the 30 prompts (1 prompt 
for each day of September) . Also, Mericcup week isn't enough. IT 
NEEDS A MONTH. 

I hope you enjoyed this chapter, and that it made up for the lack of 
time to update. 

* *REPLIES TIME :3** 

**Nubiz HG: **Thank you! And that's awesome! Good 
job ! 


* *Dreaming-f antasy-girl : **Aww! Thanks, Shiro! You should at least 



make drabbles! I'd totally read them! 


**TPATFanl6: **There MIGHT be lemon (if it's needed in the story... 
Personally, I think Mericcup needs more lemon lol) c: I have thought 
of three ways when and how he will find out she's a girl ;) stay 
tuned to know which one I chose. 

* *Lostblueheart 16: **I'll get to show the parents' point of view 
more in later chapters ! 

**Norse King: **Yes, it is the late 19th century to early 20th 
century. (Although, I know hot comb wasn't patented until 1920 's, and 
I just adjusted it a little bit here) Lol your ideas are near mine, 
but I shall see which way I'm going to choose to end this. I have a 
few ideas in mind xD 

**M.A333: **Aw! Thank you so much! I hope you liked this one! 


7 . Chapter 6 

After a while, I finally updated! Hurray! I'm gonna be doing the next 
chapter as soon as I'm done uploading this. 

I wanna thank everybody who reads this fanfic! Every single one of 
you, even if you don't put a review! (I'd love to hear from you guys, 
though) So yeah, I made this chapter really long to compensate for 
the long time I haven't updated, and the chapters that fell 
short . 


**Head's up! **This chapter may seem totally sped up to you (because 
really, I see no point in making it longer when I can just summarize 
it because it's not that important to be put into details [in my 
opinion], and that I don't have the luxury of time to make this 
fanfic as long as 40+ chapters. 

** IMPORTANT : **Instead of mentioning 'Merida' in Hiccup's point of 
view, I changed it to 'Mark' so everyone knows it's in Hiccup's point 
of view. This will be used through the rest of the fanfic! 

I don't own Brave and HTTYD 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>CHAPTER 6<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She stood there before the window with posters of different hair 
colors. <em>Brunette or Auburn? <em>This was probably the longest 
decision she had taken into consideration. Merida had been standing 
in front of the women's salon for fifteen minutes now. Her gaze never 
left the posters. Passersby went by, looking oddly at her. It was 
like she died standing up and froze there. The women inside were also 
looking at her. Finally, one of the workers opened the door to 
Merida's left hand side and asked her "Do youa€ i want a haircut or 
hair dye?" 

But of course, it was odd for a _boy _to look at a women's salon 
poster. _Maybe she swings the other way_, the lady thought. 



Merida choked a gasped and shook her head, "N-no. I wis justa€"Bye!" 
And the redhead ran off with her package Hiccup asked her to get from 
the post office. It was from the man's parents. She crossed the 
street and arrived in time for their late lunch. 

Their smithy had finally opened a week after they had gone to the 
Dunbroch manor. They had settled papers to run a shop the day after, 
and were ready to operate. Since then, a few people came to them for 
repairs. Since the nearest blacksmith before theirs were open was 30 
minutes away from them. Opening one in their local area helped the 
nearby townsfolk save time to take their things just for a 
repair . 

Hiccup was taking a break from making horseshoes for a bounty hunter. 
He was already done cooking when the redhead came in. 

"I got it!" his apprentice chirped. 

His face seemed to glow at the sight of the covered package. He got 
it from the redhead and wasted no time opening it. It was a pair of 
gloves, apron and mask. For others, it might not be special, but for 
Hiccup, it was a delight to see. It was his father's property, and he 
was going to use them. 

Merida cleaned her hands and sat down opposite of him as he kept the 
package aside. "I'm assuming that's your dad's." she said. 

He nodded once, "Yep! Dad doesn't use them anymore because he's more 
into farming and carpentry now. Gobber's the blacksmith one." He sat 
down with her to eat . 

When they were done eating, Merida was in charge of cleaning the 
dishes, while Hiccup fed Toothless. While they were doing so, a knock 
on the door was heard. Hiccup opened the door, revealing a woman 
wearing a button up shirt, trousers and coat. She looked like a 
ranger because she had a rifle slung over her shoulder. Her dirty 
blonde hair was tied to a braid that rested on her left 
shoulder . 

The woman's eyes, although blue like Merida's, but more cobalt than 
crystal, scanned their tiny home, "I came to check on the 
shoes . " 

Hiccup stood there silent for a moment, then blurted, "O-oh! Yes! I-I 
was just about to f inisha€"clean them. Yeah. P-pleasea€"" he shifted, 
not knowing what to do next, but decided to just step aside and let 
her come in first before leading her. "a€"Y-yeah. Uh . . I followed the 
design you said." He said nervously, leading her to the smithy and 
showing her what he accomplished. 

Merida was drying off the plates when the woman came in. She thought 
the blonde was beautiful and different. Hearing the 'shoe' from 
Hiccup, she figured this was the same bounty hunter he told her 
earlier. She never expected a lady to be a bounty hunter. The way 
Hiccup stuttered, blushed, and acted, he seemed to be fond of her. 
Well, why wouldn't he? She was pretty; seemingly confident too 
considering how she stood. And she was definitely independent 
considering how she spoke and carried herself. 



The redhead finished drying the plates and went to the forge. She 
leaned her back against the wall and watched Hiccup introduce what he 
had done. She wasn't exactly listening to the two, as she was too 
busy staring and studying Hiccup's form. She has never seen him like 
that. It was amusing. Maybe she could tease him when the woman was 
gone . 

"Who ' s he? " 

Merida barely heard the blonde's question, but it was loud enough for 
her to stop staring at Hiccup. 

The man straightened himself and gestured his hand at his apprentice, 
"This is Mark. He's my apprentice." 

"I didn't know 15 year-olds could go to apprenticeship for 
blacksmith." The woman said honestly, innocently. 

That hit Merida's head. _What the-? FIFTEEN YEAR-OLD?! _Her face 
showed utter shock. She was so dumbfounded she didn't know what to 
say or express. 

However, Hiccup could sense the growing animosity from Merida 
already. "H-he'sa€| not exactly 15." The lady snapped her head to 
look at him. He flinched. "H-he's just not hit b-by puberty yet, you 
know. H-he's gonna grow!" 

It was Merida's turn to look at him. Her eyes screamed torture and 
death. _That was very helpful, _she thought sarcastically. Sure she 
was short, standing on f ive-f eet-f our-inches with him standing on 
six-f eet-two-inches , but her height was fairly normal. 

Until she studied the blonde's form, that is. 

The woman was definitely taller by five or six inches than her, 
making her the _shortest_ in the room. Although unentertained and 
slightly ticked off, the redhead held out her hand for their 
customer, "Mark. Pleasure to meet you." _Not._ 

The woman shook her hand firmly, "Astrid. Pleasure's all 
mine . " 

Right now, Merida remained smiling, but deep in her mind she was 
grumbling in annoyance. Her smile was pleasant stilla€"too pleasant 
in fact that even Toothless stayed away from her. 

"Well, anywaya€ | " Merida began, "I have to bring Mr. Hoffman's radio 
back to him, so ah 'll be taking my leave now." she turned to her left 
to lift the old radio. Hiccup bade her safety but she didn't reply. 
She usually did, but she was still annoyed with the bounty 
hunter . 

_Bounty hunter, she must be here to hunt __me _down . _Merida thought 
with a scowl. _0h no, she won't. Nobody's going to find out about me. 


Just because of a little mistake made her have the slightest of 
animosity towards Astrid. Merida persuaded herself to think that it 
was just one time. It was. But after Astrid's fifth visit within two 
weeks of coming and going (because of searching for Merida) , it 



annoyed Merida to her very core. 


It was the same day she was slowly getting even fonder of 
Hiccup . 

The blonde was going to their shack more often, and talking to Hiccup 
too, to the point that she was there for the rest of the day after 
searching and investigating for the lost heiress. Over dinner, the 
two would converse. They have similarities too, in ideals, but they 
have different approaches to it, which they both respect. One dinner, 
Astrid brought in ale she got. It was a lot. They even had extra for 
the next few days. Also, when the woman wasn't around. Hiccup would 
tell Merida stories Astrid told him. He would even say how impressed 
he was at how determined Astrid was, and that she was 'something 
else ' . 

This didn't make Merida be envious or jealous at all. After all, she 
was the same. The redhead supported the thought of Hiccup courting 
Astrid. She was keeping the feeling of annoyance aside because it was 
obvious Hiccup liked Astrid. But it was when she almost had no time 
with him besides when they work that she felt rage bubble inside her. 
For two more weeks, she endured ignoring how she felt. She kept 
telling herself, _Hiccup likes Astrid, so just be happy. Besides, 
it's not like _you _like HIM right? _After asking herself that, she 
began to question her feelings. She was certain yet denial that she 
was jealous of Astrid. 

That same night, she just told herself that she was just over 
thinking; that it was nothing, really. For another few days, Merida 
ignored it and just lived on the way she used to before Astrid came 
into their livesa€| until she saw that look in Hiccup's eyes when 
Astrid showed herself in a dress she was going to use for a dinner at 
the Dunbroch manor. Apparently, she was invited by Merida's parents 
to learn of her investigations, and possibly hire her even if she was 
already a bounty hunter. 

Hiccup's green orbs were sparklinga€"so full of wonder and 
admiration. It twisted her heart to see him like that. It was then 
she knew that she felt something for the man, and she had to hide It 
by tipping her cap low to hide her eyes, or rather, block her view of 
_his _eyes. While the two were chattering excitedly about Astrid' s 
invitation, Merida disappeared into bathroom and locked the 
door . 

She stayed there even until Astrid was already gone. The instant she 
stepped in, she locked the door and looked at the cement stained 
mirror and took of her cap. She studied herself and thought, _Will I 
ever be likable? _ 

Tears were faintly visibly forming on the brim of her eyes. This 
feeling was new to her. Having no experience with this, she didn't 
know what to do. For a moment, she thought of going home, but no. She 
didn't want to. What a shallow reason to go back. Conversations of 
the Dunbroch maids came into mind when she searched for anything to 
make herself stop feeling such. 

_Ignore him, _said one maid. 

_He ' s just a man. There's plenty more out there. _ 



But were there anybody like him? Who had ideas and beliefs he firmly 
stood on, and was hard working to earn them with honesty? __Maybe . 


Merida stared at her reflection once more and blinked away her 
tears . 

_I'm independent. I can do this._ 

Her slightly trembling hand put her cap back onto her head and got 
out of the bathroom, only to bump into the person she didn't want to 
talk to that moment. 

"There you are! Why weren't you responding?" Hiccup said with 
concern . 


She was caught off guard, and for a brief second, their gazes met, 
only to be broken by her. "Oh, I didn't hear you. Whot ' s the matter?" 
she asked blankly, still thinking of ways to distract her from 
feeling bad about her self. 

The man before her scowled unsatisfied with her answer. "Are you 
alright ? " 

Now, she was genuinely half confused, "Yeah. Why do you ask?" 

There was a moment of pause before he let out a soft exhale and shook 
his head, "Nothing. You suddenly just disappeared; I was worried you 
went out without telling mea€ | " she was feeling slightly better 
learning that he was concerned about her, until he mentioned _that 
_name . "a€|or Astrid." 


The mere name made her frown. _Astrid? Why do I have to tell her 
anything? _It was making her feel like hacking a tree down. As casual 
as she could, she shrugged, "Oh. You guys were so happy, I didn't 
want to intervene by just telling ye I have to go." There was a bit 
of sarcasm in it, which she hoped Hiccup didn't pick up. 


It was his turn to give her a puzzled look. When he didn't talk, she 
pushed past him without saying a word. 

_I should count my savings, and when I have enough, I should leave 
this place. _ 

That was her plana€"to escape and leave the town, the people behind 
her as mere part of her memories. _Him too, _she thought. 


So the next day when, as usual, Astrid came to their shack to tell 
them (but mostly Hiccup) about what happened in the Dunbroch home, 
Merida ignored how the blonde was just talking to Hiccup, and she 
wasn't mostly included in it. Her main focus was to find out about 
what her parents told the bounty hunter. Astrid brought out a folded 
piece of paper from her pocket and unfolded it, revealing a photo, 
the same portrait Hiccup saw, of the heiress. 


Merida swallowed. She was hired and she was going to be given a 
thousand more dollars if she found Merida. Her parents were _very 
_desperate on getting her back. But no, she wasn't going to let them 
find her. 



That afternoon, when Hiccup and Astrid were spending more time 
together, she used it to an advantage to get away from them and 
improve her disguise. She went to the salon, got her own hair dye and 
dyed her hair in Sam's place to avoid suspicion in the shack. 

The old man was nice enough to let her do her business in his house 
even if she lived with Hiccup. Feeling shy about what she had done, 
she tried to dye her hair as quick as she could and dry it of 
somewhere else. Somewhere far. 

Sam, thinking that Merida needed a robe or a shirt so she wouldn't 
stain her clothes, grabbed an old tunic of his and went over to the 
bathroom, knocked, and when he did, the door slowly opened, revealing 
Merida without her button up shirt on and with bandages over her 
chest to flatten it. 

Merida noticed the door and saw partial of the old man's shocked 
look. No words were uttered. The man dropped the tunic. None of them 
moved . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup was showing Astrid how to make his own tools. He was 
trying to impress her by exposing parts of his arms to reveal his 
muscles flexing whenever he lifted something. He also reasoned to 
himself that it was hot so he unbuttoned the first three buttons of 
his shit to reveal his firm chest covered with a bit of chest 
hair . <p> 

Try as he may though, Astrid' s eyes didn't seem to flicker to the 
direction of his hard earned muscles. It made him groan inwardly. _I 
gotta try harder, _he thought. 

"So, do you do this all by yourself?" She asked. 

He shook his head lightly as he put part of the metal into the 
furnace, "Mark helps me out most of the time." _Speaking of Mark, 
where is he? _ 

"Then, where is he?" The blonde crossed her arms, as did her legs as 
she leaned against the wall. 

He paused from what he was doing and looked back at her. "I don't 
know. He's probably buying something. We earned enough money anyway. 
He said that only because he wasn't sure what to tell her. He also 
feared that if he told her that he didn't know where his apprentice 
was, she might think that he wasn't paying taking care of his 
apprentice enough or somethinga€"paranoid or shallow it may 
sound . 

"Huh.." Astrid huffed. "Where'd you find him?" 

"Funny story, actually." _No, it wasn't. _"I found him at my uncle's 
place. I needed an apprentice to help me out, and he needed a job 
too, so I gave him one. I found him when I was getting desperate, 
almost felt like quitting my search here and go somewhere farther 
from my family." 


Hiccup was thankful that he found Mark. He thought that his 
apprentice was a blessing to him. 



"Where's your family?" 

"In the countryside. They're farmers and, they didn't want to come 
here because, according to dad, it was fine for them to stay where 
they are, because they're certain they have work there, while herea€ | 
you're uncertain of everything." There was a hint of sadness in his 
eyes. A part of him he didn't want to show her, in fear that a girl 
like her might think he was weak. 

He figured he knew what she was going to ask next so he proceeded to 
talk, as he hammered the metal on the anvil. "I went here to study, 
get a good job, have a better life and uplift my family from the rut. 
Back then, I thought it was easy to do that as long as I just have to 
be determined and hardworking. But, after graduating, it was _much 
_harder than I could ever imagine it . " 

Astrid listened to him and nodded her head as confirmation that she 
was listening. There was a brief pause before he spoke again. "Heh, 
you must feel sorry for me huh?" 

"No, not at all. I actually know how you feel. I became a bounty 
hunter to gain easy money." She said with a small smirk. "Dealing 
with criminals is what I'm best at." 

Hiccup chuckled, "I never imagined a girl to be a bounty hunter." 

This earned him a soft glare from her. "N-not that it's bad. It's 
just., you know, different. But it isn't bad." 

The silence made him think for the worst. _She ' s going to hate me. 

She hates me now. Yep. She probably hates me and she's going to hit 
me now. I'm sure of it. _He mentally smacked himself. 

But to his surprise, she didn't do anything and merely said, "You're 
a good man. Hiccup. The world needs more people like you." 

His head turned, only to see her walk away and out of the shop. He 
wasn't sure what it wasa€"if it was a sound confirmation that he had 
a chance with her or if she was growing to like him the way he wanted 
her to. 

Euphoric, he began to dance around with tools raised in the air and 
repeatedly whispered "yes" with much excitement and success. He was 
so excited he set aside his work and ran out, calling for 
Mark . 

"Mark! Mark!" He glanced around. "Mark! Where are you?" 

He rushed to Sam's house to see the old man sitting on his couch in 
front of the fireplace. "Have you seen Mark?" he asked with a smile 
he couldn't hold back. 

"Yes, he just left. What's the hurry Hiccup?" he asked, coughing a 
bit . 

"I might have a chance with a girl!" He replied happily as he went to 
the old man and knelt to his side. 

Sam's white eyebrows rose, "A girl, you say?" 



Hiccup nodded, "Uhhuh! Oh, you have to meet her one day! She's 
beautiful, she's amazing, she's a bounty hunter!" He let out a dreamy 
sigh. "She's one in a million." 

Sam nodded lightly, "I see. And you want to tell Mark?" 

"Yeah! He's my best brother! He's gotta be one of the first people to 
know! Where is he?" Hiccup held the old man's arm. 

"Sorry, sonny. He didn't tell me where he was going." The man sounded 
like he felt bad for not asking. 

The electrician stood and shook his head. "It's alright! I'll just 
tell him when he gets home!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Merida went to the countryside. She walked her way to the grassy 
hills almost half a mile away from the town. There, she exposed her 
hair to the wind, drying it off under the sunlight. The place was 
nice. Maybe she could have a house somewhere there, not in the 
bustling city. Or she could travel everywhere and have no permanent 
home. Either sounded nice.<p> 

She spend a good two hours alone, staring at the vast plain below 
that stretched until it reached the mountains, vaguely covered by the 
fog. It was late in the afternoon when she decided to go back. Hiccup 
probably didn't miss her so it was fine if she was gone for a few 
hours. The man might've not noticed her presence gone for long 
anyway. It might be mere 30 minutes to him with Astrid around. 

It was getting more and more painful the more she thought about them. 
Why was she growing to like him? 

_Because you just do. And besides, he's not like the men you've ever 
been introduced to._ 

She shook her head, "That's stupid." She told herself as she put on 
her cap. Merida began walking back to the town. "I've only known him 
for three and a half months. I can't like a guy that quicka€ | " _Can 
I ?_ 

_You've spent a lot of time to get to know him. You're with him 
everyday. You know a decent amount of things about him. It's enough 
reason why you're feeling like that for him.__ 

"Buta€ | That's silly!" 

_It does, but it doesn't mean it can't happen. Remember what mum 
said?_ 

"a€|She just suddenly fell in love with dad after a while of knowing 
him, I knowa€ | " 

It was possible that the same was happening with her. 

"Am I really falling for him?..." 


It took her another hour to get back. Luckily, she was able to 
hitchhike from a trading caravan. She hopped off the cart right in 



front of the post office and tipped her hat to the trader. "Thanks, 
aye!" she said and walked past the bank. 

Her reward poster was one of the few that were still remaining. The 
original prize had a red paint dashed over it and a higher amount 
written above. Seeing it made her jaw clench and work. She sure 
wasn't going to let anybody catch her, _especially not to 
**her . **_ 

As expected, when she got home, Astrid was there for dinner. Merida 
was half shocked and half expecting that they would be eating without 
her, seeing that their plates were already empty. Hiccup, of course, 
was the first to react. 

"Hey! You're back!" 

Luckily, her cap blocked her eyes so she rolled her eyes in sarcasm, 
_Yipee . ._ 

"Where have you been?" was the follow up question. 

"Just had a little adventure." She said casually, heading straight to 
their room. 

She walked past Astrid and stopped when the said woman asked her this 
time. "Where to?" 

Merida looked like she was about to punch the wall next to her. She 
mustered all her strength not to do anything violent, and smile her 
sweetest then turned to face them, "Somewhere where there are no 
annoying _ducklings_ that keeps following its mother." 

Of course it made no sense. She wasn't good with retorts whenever she 
was at her boiling point. With that, Merida turned around and strode 
to their room and shut the door. The two were left confused of what 
she said, but shrugged it off and went on with their happy 
conversation. Hiccup's laugh was so loud (and annoying), that Merida 
almost tore her pillow apart and covered her ears with both 
ends . 

_If he knew I was a girl too, would he like me?_ 

That was the question that came into her mind. Now, a small part of 
her wanted to reveal to him that she was female, but then again, he 
might tell Astrid and that woman would suspect her. Good thing she 
dyed her hair. Maybe next time she could iron her hair. More and more 
ideas for cover-ups and disguises rushed in her mind, and she didn't 
notice she fell asleep. 

The following day. Hiccup wasn't present when she woke up. He left a 
note saying that he was just going to repair a neighbor's wiring 
system. Merida ate alone. As she expected, Astrid just came right in. 
_How polite. _The redhead wanted to spit out 'What do you want', but 
stopped herself and ignored the blonde. 

"Have you seen Hiccup?" She asked the apprentice. 

"No." She said calmly. "Since you two hang out a lot, I was thinking 
maybe you could tell me." Her voice was innocent, but tinged with 
animosity. Heck, Merida didn't even glance from her eating to look at 



her . 


Astrid wasn't dumb; she felt that animosity, however subtle it was. 
"What's up with you?" 

"Just had a really awful sleep." Her retort was sarcastic, yet true. 
She didn't have a good night's sleep due to the laughing Hiccup 
made . 

"Whatever you say, then. Tell Hiccup I came and I have something to 
tell him." And with that, Astrid left and shut the door. 

If only the spoon wasn't metal, Merida could've bent it with one hand 
clenching. "Bitch." She mumbled. 

After finishing her breakfast, she wrote down a note for Hiccup, 
saying that she went to buy some food for later and that Astrid had 
something to tell him. Merida left and did buy ingredients for later, 
but instead of heading back home, she headed straight to the 
McTravit s . 

Sam didn't expect Merida to come over so soon after he found out 
about her. He was sweeping the floors when she knocked. He opened the 
door and was surprised to see her standing there. He let her in and 
closed the door. He scanned her from head to toe to see if there was 
anything wrong. 

"I didn't expect you to be back so soon, lass." He said 
calmly . 

After learning that she was in fact a girl, and the lost heiress, he 
wanted to call Hiccup, but she stopped him. She begged him not to 
tell anybody. He asked why and she told him her story and somehow, to 
the redhead's relief and confusion, he agreed not to tell 
anybody . 

"Me neither, sir. Buta€ | you're the only one who knows my 
secret . " 

The old man set aside his broom and led her to the kitchen where they 
sat. He prepared tea for them, and she helped out. 

"Did Hiccup find out?" 

"No, not at all." She shook her head. 

"Then, what's troublin' you?" He asked, looking at her in the 
eyes . 

Merida took off her cap. Her eyes were cast downward. It showed 
sadness. "It's the bounty hunter Hiccup met." 

"Ah, that blonde lass? Hiccup introduced her to me." Sam sounded like 
he knew what was wronga€"and he was right, only that Merida didn't 
tell him she was jealous of her, and instead said a different 
reason . 

"He did?" There was a small tremble in her voice. She swallowed and 
looked at him, "Well, she's hunting for mea€ an' I kind of feel like 
she's going t' pin me down soon. Ah don't know whot to do." 



They finished preparing tea. Sam put the lid of the teapot back to 
its place and smile at Merida, "Let us sit, and we'll talk about 

it . " 

Merida's face lightened up even just for a little bit. It was a 
relief to know that she could rely on him. She told him about her 
parents hiring Astrid and doubling her reward if she found their 
daughter. She was scared of getting caught. The old man told her that 
she would be fine as long as she wouldn't speak of it, or act casual 
around the hunter. He even told her that he was going to let her stay 
with him and his wife for a while to be away from Astrid and Hiccup 
for a while. 

Merida was grateful for the old man. He truly was like the 'favorite 
uncle' or grandfather. So, ever since then, Merida frequently visited 
him and his wife. She admitted to Elizabeth about who she was, and 
the old woman was supportive of her. She also agreed about her 
staying with them for a while to keep her away from Astrid. Merida 
would go to the McTravit ' s every late afternoon just to update them 
or to stop pretending to be a boy, and just be herself. 

Hiccup noticed his apprentice's frequent leaving after work, and he 
wondered why, but not so much since Astrid was always there to 
accompany him. Sometimes though, he missed Mark's company. He felt 
that they needed to get along sometime soon because he felt that 
someone so close to him was drifting away just because he wasn't 
spending time with him like he used to. 

_Mark ' s not like that. I'ma€| I'm sure he understands, right? _It was 
pretty obvious Hiccup liked Astrid, and he was sure Mark knew 
that . 

But he couldn't help but feel that they were getting 
distant-especially with Mark talking less with him, and not even 
making eye contact with him. He felt that there was something wrong, 
something off about it, but couldn't quite figure it out. 

Astrid' s voice snapped him out of his thoughts. "Wanna have dinner 
outside later?" 

He was thrilled but the thought of Mark made him hesitant, "I-I don't 
know.. I don't have money and.. Mark's going to be alone. I-I don't 
want to leave him." 

"Dinner's on me . It's just for a night!" The girl nudged him, coaxing 
him to go. 

He really was hesitant, and he didn't want Mark to go home and have 
nothing to eat . 

_Mark can handle himself! This is once in a lifetime! Let Astrid 
treat you!_ 

He didn't want to, but his desire to win over Astrid' s favor was 
great that he eventually gave in and agreed. 

"Alright. I'll go." He said with a small reluctant smile. 



><p>Merida was with Elizabeth, telling her stories while they knitted 
scarves. She was sitting on the window seat next to Elizabeth's bed. 
The redhead shared her own stories, and revealed a little more about 
her to the old woman. She revealed things like the way she was 
raised, how her house was and, eventually, sort of admitting her 
growing affection for Hiccup. <p> 

"Well, I don't blame you if you like Hiccup." Elizabeth chuckled. "He 
is a good man. Quite hard to find." 

"But you found one." Merida said quietly with a small pout as she 
knitted her own scarf. 

"That's why I didn't let go." 

Merida knew where this was going. It made her sigh, "But he thinks 
I'm a man. He won't like me. I may stand a chance but only if I tell 
him what I am. Besides..." she looked out the window. "..Sam loves 
you. Hiccup doesn't even like me." She turned her attention back to 
the material "He thinks I'm spoiled." 

"How do you know?" The old woman asked calmly. 

Merida let out a sigh, "Because I ran away from such a warm homea€ | " 
now that she thought about it, maybe she really was spoiled, but she 
didn't understand still. 

"Well," Elizabeth huffed gently, "If Hiccup knew that you were the 
lost heiress the entire time, I'm sure he wouldn't think so." 

She stopped knitting and looked at her hands. She wanted to ask how 
sure she was with her statement. It seemed like she had to choose: 
Reveal herself and have a chance with him, with the risk of him 
telling Astrid about her, or stay hidden and not be found out, and 
wonder if she'll ever have a chance with him. 

She wouldn't risk herself getting found out now. Besides, Hiccup was 
just one guy right? He wasn't everything. So, she decided to just 
contain her identity known to the old couple. Elizabeth silently 
stared at Merida, who was aimlessly, blankly, unblinkingly look 
outside the window. The old woman smiled softly at her, "Dear, can 
you reach that handkerchief for me?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The evening for Hiccup was the best evening of his life. He was 
slowly getting to know Astrid more, and he was having fun while they 
were having dinner in a restaurant. It wasn't very fancy, but for 
Hiccup, it was the nicest restaurant (due to his infatuation for the 
girl) . The place was lit by decorative electric lamps, and other 
ornamental designs. Even the ceiling was carved and designed. <p> 

The two conversed about their personal life more. There were hints 
about them possibly being in a relationship here and there, but he 
wasn't sure still. 

"So you live a few towns away from here? Do you have siblings?" He 
asked her. 



The blonde shook her head. "I'm the only child. My parents expect a 
lot from me . " 

"0-oh." He seemed to be taken by surprise. "But why did you leave 
home?" he asked as he cut a portion of the steak. 

"I wanted to get money easily to send them. They're farmers." She 
said with a small smile, then drunk her wine. 

This made Hiccup grin wider than he should. They were similar. "My 
parents are farmers too. Just a three hour ride south of here." He 
said, grinning, taking his wine also. 

Astrid chuckled at him; "They're having easier lives now after I've 
sent them reward moneys I got." Her head turned, eyeing the poster of 
Merida at the other side of the street. "And that missing girl's 
going to make me rich, and perhaps retire for a while." 

With her saying that, a quick thought popped in Hiccup's mind, which 
he wanted to ask her _Do you want to stay with Mark and I? _ 

He was going to ask her, but her next words stopped him. 

"I'm going back home after I turn her to her parents. I miss 
them. " 

How could he ask her now? She was missing her parents. He couldn't 
possibly take her away from them. It was heartbreaking, but of 
course, he had to let her go. But before she would leave, he planned 
to get close to her as much as he could; spend time with her as much 
as he could. 

"I'm sure you'll catch her." He smiled with a tinge of sadness. His 
gaze went from her face to the half-filled glass of wine in his 
hand . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The following morning, Merida worked with Hiccup. He was teaching 
her mechanical work for radiators. It never ceased to impress him how 
fast she learned. Soon, Merida was doing the work on her own. After 4 
months of working with heavy equipment, her muscles became firm. She 
looked like a real boy with her flattened chest, toned muscles and 
short hair covered by a cap. Her rolled sleeves to her shoulder sort 
of gained her attention from some of the ladies. Who knew she had sex 
appeal with women? At least, when she looked like a teenage 
boy . <p> 

She stood up and stretched her legs from crouching. She used her 
glove to wipe the pearl of sweat trickling down the side of her head. 
At the corner of her eyes, she noticed the few ladies who stopped and 
stared at her. They were giggling, and she had no idea why. 

_What ' s going on?_ She quirked a brow, but then shrugged and returned 
the wrench in her tool belt as she walked inside to take a drink from 
the juice prepared on the table. 


Hiccup was in the forge. He walked across the smithy and spotted her 
drinking. It made him stop. It had been a while since he saw his 
apprentice longer than four hours. He had never felt more distant and 



hurt to see a close friend seemingly distant from him, even without 
trying. There was this aura around him that told him Mark didn't want 
to talk to him. 

_Probably because you spent too much time with Astrid, and that you 

didn't even wait for him for dinner! What kind of 'brother' are you? 

_His head scolded him. 

It was definitely more heart wrenching than being rejected by a girl 
he fancied. He watched Mark put down the juice and go back outside. 

He was so preoccupied with his thoughts, he barely noticed Astrid 
coming in. 

"Hey, Hiccup!" Astrid greeted with a grin. 

He didn't reply. She didn't call him and just glanced to where he was 
looking, then looked back at him. "Something wrong?" she asked. 

He sighed a bit, shaking his head, "N-no. I justa€ | thought of 

something." It was just then when he went back to hammering the metal 

plate . 

"Which is?" Her head tilted as she leaned on the counter to see his 
face better. 

"It's nothing, really." 

"Hiccup." She sighed, "you know you can tell me anything." 

There was a long pause between them. He was raising the hammer, but 
then he put it down on the wooden counter. "I just., miss hanging out 
with hima€ | " and before Astrid could open her mouth, he raised a hand 
as if to stop her from talking "N-no. It's not your fault. It's mine. 
I should've insisted on waiting for him for dinner." He said 
calmly . 

"Then talk to him. He's clearly important to you, so talk to him. 
You're gonna resolve that on your own. Hiccup." Astrid glanced at 
where Mark is. "Friends talk about conflicts. I'm sure he'll 
understand." Then she looked back at him. She reached out to his arm 
and looked into his eyes, "If he really matters to you, and you 
matter to him, you'll put the past behind you and move on." 

She was right, and it made him smile. "Thanks, Astrid." She smiled 
back at him. 

Merida could see them, but chose to ignore them. She couldn't hear 
what they were talking about, but the sight of them smiling at each 
other was enough to crush her heart. Her feelings were stronger than 
yesterday. As the days pass, her feelings got stronger. The more she 
saw him, the more she was willing to put her happiness aside for him. 
She would jump in front of a bullet for hima€"anything to protect 
him. If it was being with Astrid that makes him happy, so be it. 

She would live the rest of her life, hiding her identity, her 
feelings and her past from him just so she wouldn't ruin his chance 
with her, his future with her. 


Tears threatened to trickle down her face, and she lowered her head 
then swiped it away, pretending that she was swiping away 



perspiration. She let out a shaky breath and glanced at the other 
side of the dusty road, seeing some of the women in the parlor 
staring at her. 

_Why are they staring at me? _She asked herself as she looked down at 
herself. She knew they were staring at her because she was the only 
one outside in her direction. 

The ladies giggled. This made her feel embarrassed and uncomfortable, 
and look away and return her attention back to her work. It was after 
fifteen minutes when one of the women approached her with a mug of 
lemonade in hand. The lady's shadow replaced the sunlight, and it 
caught her attention. 

Merida's head turned and tilted up to see a woman wearing a pale 
green dress with a flat purple bow under her collar in the 
middle . 

"H-hello." The girl spoke softly, shyly. Her eyes shifted to and fro 
at the redhead's figure. 

Merida quirked a brow, "a€|Hi." She replied lowly but calmly, unsure 
of what to say. Her blue orbs cut its gaze away from the girl's face 
to the lemonade in her hand. 

The girl noticed this and blushed, "M-my friends and I thought you 
might be thirsty, s-so we made lemonade for you." 

_It could be poisoned, _Merida thought. _How stupid. Why would they 
poison a mechanic? _She inwardly rolled her eyes at herself. Of 
course, not wanting to embarrass the woman, she took the mug as she 
stood up. She was taller than the girl. Merida flashed a kind smile 
at the lady tipped her cap, "Thank you." She said, looking down at 
the girl, then looked across the road to see her friends and mouthed 
a 'thank you' to them, to which the girls giggled and squealed at 
each other. 

Merida took the mug to her lips and chugged down the liquid to the 
last drop before handing it back to the girl, "Thanks for the tasty 
drink." She smiled. 

"Y-you're welcome!" The girl's face was red as she took the mug from 
Merida then ran back to the parlor. 

_Tha ' wis odda€ | _Merida thought with a smirk as she fixed her cap 
and went back to work. 

She finished working on the radiator and carried it to put back in 
the vehicle, but her hand slipped. In her mind, she thought she was 
going to have to fixa€"or buy a new onea€"the thing again, but before 
she knew it. Hiccup was right in front of her, his hand supporting 
where she slipped, and his other hand on hers. 

"That was close." Hiccup said with a small laugh of relief. 

It was really close. _They _were really close. Feeling the warmth of 
his hand against her glove made her swallow. It felt _so _nice. There 
was an ache, a yearning for him. All of a sudden, the plan of hiding 
her identity from him went out the window. Her mouth opened and she 
was about to tell him. 



"Hiccupa€" " 


But before she could finished, Astrid showed up from the door, "Do 
you have something I can use to clean my barrel?" (gun 
barrel ) 

Hiccup casually straightened his form, helping Merida with the 
radiator. "Yeah. It's in drawer in the smithy. To the right of the 
anvil." He replied. 

While he was speaking to Astrid, Merida was mentally scolding 
herself. _What the hell? Don't tell him! What ever happened to your 
own happiness? And that was close! If you continued with _her _there, 
you're dead. _Her mood dropped, and she used a bit of force to take 
her hand and the thing away from Hiccup so she could put it back in 
the car. 

Merida grumbled to herself as she connected the thing to the rest of 
the engine. After that, she closed the hood and went to the kitchen 
to wash her hands. She hated ita€"the feeling of watching someone she 
liked like someone else. At first, she thought she was going to get 
used to it, but she was wrong. She didn't get used to it; it only got 
worse . 

She was about to step out to go to the McTravits that day, but Hiccup 
stopped her. 

"Mark, I need to talk to you." 

Now every pain was replaced by anxiety. _Did he find out? _"What is 
it?" she asked as blankly and casually as she could. Her blank 
expression hid the anxiety she felt. 

"Look, Ia€ | " Hiccup's brows furrowed. He sighed, "I'm sorry." 

Her brows also furrowed. She was confused. Anxiety slightly seeped 
away from her. "W-what for?" 

"I-I know I seem to be ignoring you for the past few weeks just 
because of a girl, and I'm sorry." His hands moved. He usually did 
it, but this time, more elaborate even if it was unnecessary and 
seemingly odd for a person to do. "Y-you're my brother. Family 
firsta€"" and before he could finish his sentence, Merida raised a 
hand with her index finger up and the other fingers curled. Even if 
it was painful for her to hear, and realize, that all she would ever 
be was a brother to him, she managed to speak. Heck, even the 
'family' part was wrong. He'll never know _she_ was the one in front 
of him. _Ever._ 

"Familya€|" she started quietly with her head down a bit. Then, she 
looked up to meet his gaze, her eyes stern and serious covering hurt 
behind her clear blue eyes. "Family forgives. Anda€ | besides, 
there' sa€"" she could feel the lump in her throat growing. It was 
getting harder for her to speak. "a€"always a time for us to talk. If 
you ever need me, I'm here." Merida tried her best not to make her 
sound like she was about to cry, but it was difficult. "I know you 
fancy 'er, lad. So it's a'richt if ye give 'er priority. A'm not even 
yer real relative. Hiccup." And saying that hurt more than she had 
imagined . 



"We'll always be brothers." She said with a small smile, as 
straightforwardly, normally as she could. Hiccup's lips curved to a 
smile, but it disappeared when Merida tilted her head down, pulled 
the bill of her cap to shade her face from his view then turn, "I'm 
gonna go. Sam needs help with Elizabeth. Have fun with Astrid, 
a 'rich?" She said as enthusiastically as she could, but no matter how 
joyful and casual she sounded, her actions showed otherwise. 

The redhead jogged to the McTravits and didn't knock when she got to 
the door. She just opened it and went in then shut the door behind 
her. Her face fell to her hands and she began sobbing. It was only a 
short moment later when Sam got to her, assisting her to stand up so 
they could sit by the fireplace and talk. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>END OF CHAPTER<st rong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hope you guys enjoyed that (however, I think this is the most 
unorganized chapter I have ever done due to the many time skips) . So, 
<strong>Mericcup Month <strong>is gonna be on * *September* * ! I am 
absolutely excited to see more fanfics flooding either here, Tumblr 
or Deviant art! I'm happy to be in this fandom. 

Also, the reason why there's so much time skips for this chapter is 
because I really can't do a Hiccstrid scene well (apart from the 
reasons I mentioned at the top of this page) , and I am going to break 
my own heart describing a Hiccstrid scene so well. That's gonna come 
_later on_. 

_**Replies time!**_ 

**The Era Thief: **Thank you! 

* *Dreaming-f antasy-girl : **I'll check them out later! Glad you liked 
the previous chapter! 

**Norse King: **Nah, he doesn't know. I'm sorry for keep using 
'Merida', 'she', 'her' and more female pronouns. This chapter though, 
I changed it to _Mark _just so everyone knows it's Hiccup's point of 
view! I already planned how she's going to be returned to her home. 

;) 


* *Amaya-chan07 : **I'm more worried about how Merida's going to live: 
Live life under an alias and never find out what the person she loves 
feel about her, _or _get risk found out, be returned to her home and 
marry off to someone she doesn't love. Either way, it's 
sad . 

**joeanna: **I hope you like the update! And thank you so 
much ! 

**TPATFanl6: **The drama here is barely the appetizer. ;) 

That's it! I would love it even more if you guys review-! 



8 . Chapter 7 

**Sorry this took so long. I had internet problems.** 

**Again, I just want to thank everybody for giving feedback to this 
fanfic! Reviews really motivate me to make more 
chapters ! * * 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own HTTYD or Brave.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter 7<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"What's wrong, lass?" The old man spoke with concern in his 
voice. It had always been heartbreaking to see a woman crying. With 
this one being like a daughter to his heart, it was even more painful 
to see.<p> 

He was surprised to see her come in hurriedly a few minutes ago. He 
thought some angry drunken man had entered his home, but the sight of 
her petite figure assured him safety, unknowing that there was 
equally spine tinglinga€"If not morea€"problem . He saw the now auburn 
haired heiress tilt her head back until her head gently thumped on 
the wooden door before she slid down, her head craned down, her hands 
meeting her face. She sobbed. 

Sam did his best to hurry to her side. He bent down carefully, 
cautious about his spine. He helped her up and brought her to the 
kitchen where they could talk. He also prepared chamomile tea to 
relax her. The young heiress was hiccupping at the moment. 

Merida lifted the porcelain teacup to her trembling lips before 
sipping a small amount. There was another few minutes of silence 
before Sam asked her again, but he had a feeling he knew why... and 
he was right . 

"...I just hate how I can't be _entirely __myself around ’im.." she 
managed to croak out. "I-I want ' im to know I'm a lass but at the 
same time, I'm afraid he might avoid me after knowing." _He likes 
Astrid after all.. _she thought grimly. The old man stayed silent, 
knowing there was more. "I hate how I can't help but hope he'll like 
me back.. After all, he thinks a'm a lad." Her eyes cast down at the 
steaming tea, "...I hate myself." 

Samuel opened his mouth immediately after said she hated herself. 
"Now, lass. There's nothing to hate about you." 

"There ' s a lot . " 

His eyebrows furrowed, "Your flaws are not something to be hated. If 
you think you shouldn't have them, they're something to be changed... 
not hated. Other people can only either accept you as you are, accept 
the idea of you or not accept you at all." Merida's eyes slowly went 
from her cup to the man's face. There seemed to be a hopeful sparkle 
in her orbs, but overshadowed by doubt, like how the silhouette of 
her cap is covering them from the light, shading their real beauty 
from the world. 



Merida looked away, breaking eye contact. "...I hate how I seem to 
expect him to like me back even though I know that he thinks I'm a 
boy.." she wasn't whispering anymore, but her projection was low and 
quiet . 

He raised his cup to his mustache covered lips "Do you want him to 
find out you're a girl?" He asked before taking a sip. 

"N-no . " 

If he found out her real gender, he might suspect her as the heiress. 
It would foil all her hard work to gaining complete freedom. 

"Do you want to live the rest of your days without knowing if you 
have a chance or not?" 

Her heart squeezed, so did her grip on her cup. 

"... No . " 

She did not want that either. She was really torn. 

Samuel knew what was going on in her mind. Judging from the slight 
frown on her face, she was scaling which was more important. He tried 
not to make a noise so as not to disturb her from thinking. This was 
a big decision for her. 

Wheels continued to turn in Merida's head. There were certainly more 
men out there, and with the lot of people she hasn't met yet, there 
was bound to be a person or two _just _like Hiccup-if he was even her 
preference for a man. She didn't know, but she _did_ know that 
sobbing over a man who thinks she's a man was useless. Telling him 
would be pointless either since he already had his mind set on a 
woman. She should just keep her identity to herself and focus on 
getting out of there. 

Her distant stare was finally over and she looked over to Sam who 
just finished his cup of tea. Just by the look on his face, she could 
tell he understood her. Merida lifted the teacup and chugged down the 
tea and let out a satisfied and ready sigh. 

Meanwhile, Hiccup was making dinner while Astrid was busy preparing 
the table. Hiccup was too busy thinking about whether or not Mark 
really had forgiven him. The boy was his best friend, and the thought 
of them just going about their own lives without much communication 
and shared time together was making his stomach twist. A part of him 
wanted to believe he was forgiven and a part of him didn't. 

_Mark ' s not going to ignore me right? He did say he knew I like 
Astrid ._ 

His mouth parted to let out a heavy sigh. 

"So what did he say?" Astrid' s voice rang in his ears. He stopped 
chopping the garlic. How was he going to word this out? Should he 
even drag her into this? It was wrong. It wasn't her problem. "He 
forgave me." that was it. 


"And?" 



He winced. She really wanted a long explanation. "Nothing more." 

The blonde walked to his side and looked at him in the eye. "Your 
face says otherwise." Who could miss that grimace? 

Hiccup let out another sigh. "I.. I just think that maybe he's still 
mad at me . " 

Astrid's furrowed brows relaxed a little, softening her expression. 
She inhaled and placed a hand on his shoulder. There was this 
reassuring feeling from her gesture. "You might be overthinking this. 
Hiccup." she said, trying to calm him down from his anxiety. "Mark's 
your best friend, isn't he? I'm sure he's really forgiven 
you . " 

Hiccup merely glanced her way and gave her a half-hearted smile. His 
gaze did not remain connected with hers for long, shifting his vision 
towards the cooking pot. Having his first 'misunderstanding' with his 
best friend was definitely something fresh. It was painful, like a 
stab to the heart and a jab to the stomach. His eyes were restless, 
shifting points to look ata€"boiling bubbles, half-cooked meat, 
steam, and broth. He couldn't convince himself to calm down no matter 
what he told himself, no matter how many times he forced himself to 
think that Mark had already forgiven him. 

When Merida came home to their shack, she put up a normal expression. 
Seeing Astrid next to Hiccup felt like some beast bit on her chest 
and ripped her flesh and heart off her, but she kept a default face 
to mask how hurt she really was. It was either losing her freedom to 
this or gaining freedom for keeping her feelings to herself. First, 
she examined Astrid's figure. The blonde had really gotten close to 
Hiccup over the past few weeks. Merida took three months to get close 
to Hiccup, but this woman did it in a matter of weeks. 

The mere thought dampened her spirit even more, but she remained 
strong. Her stare shifted to Hiccup. A second felt like eternity. 
Their gazes met for a fraction of a moment, then her heart began to 
pound. She disconnected eye contact and lifted her shoulder as she 
lowered her head, avoiding looking at the twoa€"especially 
Hiccup . 

Astrid noticed the silence between the two. _Maybe Mark really is 
still upset with Hiccup_, she thought. She stepped back a bit and 
extended an arm towards Mark, "Hey, you're home! We were waiting for 
you!" she said with a broad grin. 

Mark shot her a puzzled look. His left eyebrow rose, "Whot for?" he 
asked, confused. 

"Dinner, of course!" Astrid gave Mark a playful punch on the 
shoulder. He merely let out a soft huff on impact. 

Whenever Astrid playfully punched Hiccup, he would wince or rub the 
area where she punched him. Sometimes, she would notice how he would 
restrain himself from looking hurt and from groaning lowly. It wasn't 
that she meant to hurt him, it was just her habit whenever she was 
excited or playful. Unlike Hiccup, Mark took it well, seemingly not 
as hurt as Hiccup. She noted to herself to avoid punching Hiccup 
again . 



After all, it wasn't her decision to say whether she hurt him or not. 
Hiccup wasn't like the men she grew up with. Those men were bulky and 
rough. They could handle punches well. Hiccup, on the other hand, 
couldn't shove off a punch as easily as her childhood friends did. He 
definitely was different, not just physically. 

Mark on the other hand was bit more like her childhood friends, due 
to the display of tolerance and calmness he showed when she punched 
his arm. Not to mention how the man snapped at her the other day. 
Tough and short-tempered. The thought put a smirk on her 
lips . 

"Oh.." Mark craned his neck to the right, making crackling, popping 
sounds. "A'richt. Whot ' s fer dinner?" 

Astrid eyes Hiccup and nudged him just when Mark took a seat. Hiccup 
gave her a confused look, and she gave him a knowing glare. The 
green-eyed man held his breath in fear and answered Mark's inquiry. 
"I-I made chicken and potato soupa€ ! " he said with 
embarrassment . 

Mark briefly raised his shoulders to shrug. No words were 
said . 

Astrid internally rolled her eyes and growled. "Right.. You boys take 
a seat. I'll get the soup." And before Hiccup could say otherwise, 
she held his shoulders and turned him to his seat, "You've been 
working all day. Hiccup. You need to rest." she insisted with a 
smile . 

Hiccup could only oblige with a tint of red on his cheeks. 

She noticed how Mark was restraining himself from rolling his eyes, 
but he did it anyway. She guessed that he only did that because he 
knew that Hiccup had a crush on her. 

Yes, she knew about Hiccup's crush on her, but never said anything 
because she did not want to give false hope. Her heart was with her 
family. Hiccup was a good friend to her and she didn't want to ruin 
that by making him hope, although, he might've hoped when they ate at 
the restaurant. It was nothing romantic; she only did it to show her 
appreciation for what he had done for her. 

Astrid turned and got a large bowl to fill it with Hiccup's chicken 
and potato soup. She then placed it in the middle of the table before 
sitting down across Mark. 

The three took turns in scooping for their food and ate rather 
silently. Hiccup kept looking at Mark, looking for signs to see if he 
was still mad at him. Mark had a perpetual frown on his face, and 
this discouraged him. He somehow glanced at Astrid, who was staring 
at him, then quickly shifted her gaze to Mark as if to tell him to 
have a conversation with him. 

Hiccup almost choked on his own chicken-and-potato flavored spit at 
her suggestion. Luckily, he was able to swallow it before he could 
cough or burst. Astrid was looking a bit impatient as she ate her 
share of the soup. Hiccup was nervous for both what to say and what 
Astrid would do next if he didn't converse with Mark. 



"S-so, h-how'd I do, Mark?" He finally asked, pretending to be 
unbothered. He casually slurped his soup. 

Mark tilted his head from its bow and stopped scooping the potato in 
his bowl. "Not bad." he said quietly, shrugging lightly. Hiccup had 
already released a small sigh, but his expression changed when Mark 
spoke again. "Though, it's definitely better than last time." the man 
said with a smirk. 

This put an immediate grin on Hiccup's face. "I'm a fast learner." he 
returned the smirk. 

Mark snorted against his spoon as he slurped his soup, "Sure. Three 
months is fast." he rolled his eyes playfully, teasing him. Astrid 
watched the two of them, hiding the smile by slurping from her 
bowl . 

Hiccup pretended to be taken aback and hurt, "Mark, you're 
underestimating me. Now I feel bad. You should feel bad." he had his 
right hand clutched over his chest as he pretended to look 
betrayed . 

Mark merely pouted and tilted his head to Hiccup's direction and gave 
him puppy dog eyes. "Aw, wee lamb." 

"Lamb? Now that's really mean." Hiccup pouted back with his brows 
drawn together. 

This made Astrid and Mark laugh. Hiccup would have laughed with them 
if he weren't too busy noticing how the two of the closest people to 
him were laughing. He never thought he would see them laughing 
together like this-like there were no bad feelings at all. This made 
him smile widely then broke into a laugh with them. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Merida woke up feeling light-hearted. Last night, Astrid made her 
realize that there was nothing to be mad about <em>her<em>. Astrid 
was a good person, and if Hiccup liked her, she should support the 
lad. Before sleeping, she felt bad about being unfriendly and snobby 
towards the bounty hunter. She had a realization, but it didn't mean 
she didn't feel hurt. She did, but she accepted it. At least knowing 
Astrid was a good person lessened her animosity. 

If there was any animosity, it was for the fact that she (Merida) and 
Hiccup would never be. Life was cruel. It was either that, or life 
was reserving someone better than Hiccup. If there was anyone better 
than Hiccup, she didn't know. Hiccup was the best in her eyes. Hiccup 
was perfect in every way, even though he was just as imperfect as 
everyone else. 

The now auburn haired Merida slung her towel over her shoulder and 
tucked neatly folded clothes under her arm. She went to the bathroom 
and closed the door. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup was visiting Sam and his wife. He was telling them his 
concerns about Mark and how he really liked Astrid. Of course, the 



couple acted as if they didn't know about Mark's secret. Hiccup was 
sitting on a stool next to Elizabeth's bed. He was looking troubled 
still about his uncertainty about his and Mark's friendship, and 
about his feelings for Astrid.<p> 

"Mark seemed okay last night, buta€ | " His head lowered, eyebrows 
furrowing. "I don't know. I'm not sure if he's just acting to make me 
feel better or if it's real." He continued quietly. 

Sam was on the opposite side of the bed. He was quietly peeling an 
orange while listening to Hiccup. "Son, Mark knows it wasn't your 
fault." he said with reassurance. 

"How do you know?" 

At first, Sam was unsure whether to tell him or not, but he decided 
to tell anyway, but twisted it a bit of course. "Mark came here 
yesterday and told us you apologized." Hiccup tilted his head up to 
look into the man's eyes. He was eagerly waiting for what the old man 
had to say next. "He said that he understood, and that you were best 
friends, like brothers, and your feelings for a girl shouldn't 
interfere with that." Sam said with a smile behind his 
mustache . 

Elizabeth reached for Hiccup's hand and held it. "Dear, it's alright. 
Don't worry about it. Mark's fine, we assure you." she smiled 
softly . 

Hiccup looked at the couple, searching for signs that it wasn't the 
case, but their faces only told sincerity and honesty. He finally 
gave a sigh of relief, a smile curving his lips. "That's a relief." 

He chuckled. "Now it's just., my feelings for Astrid that's a 
rumble . " 

"What's the matter, dear?" Elizabeth asked, gently tightening her 
grip on the young man's hand. 

"I'm still unsure about her feelings for me." 

"You didn't ask?" Sam asked with his brows raised. 

Hiccup shook his head, "That's the thing. I'm afraid to know, and yet 
I'm afraid to _not _know." 

"Hiccup," Sam put down the orange on the bedside table. "You _have 
_to choose. Do you want to know or not?" this time, his voice was a 
bit more asserting and stern. 

There was a long silence. The couple didn't interrupt because they 
knew this was a big step for Hiccup and Astrid' s relationship. 

"I-i don't want to know just yet.. I-i'll have to think about this 
more." Hiccup did not want to rush himself. He felt that if he did, 
he would do something wrong and he wasn't prepared for that. 

The old couple exchanged looks before nodding curtly at him. They 
understood. Hiccup smiled sheepishly at them as he scratched the side 
of his neck, "This is new to me. I'm sorry if I'm causing you 
trouble." he sighed with a heavy heart. "I don't know who else to 
tell this to but you." 



Elizabeth brushed her thumb on the back of Hiccup's hand "Oh, dear, 
you don't have to apologize. We're always here for you. You're family 
to us." Sam nodded in agreement, "That's right. If you need to vent 
out, we're just here, ready to listen to you." The couple once again 
managed to make him feel welcome to their home, and if anything, he 
felt like he was definitely a part of their family. 

"Thank you." He smiled, his eyebrows slightly furrowed. "I should go 
back now. I haven't made breakfast yet. Mark might be awake and 
there's no food in the storage at all." He stood up, lifting his 
market bag. "Thanks again." He flashed a sunny grin, and then leaned 
down to kiss Elizabeth's cheek, then went around the bed and embrace 
Samuel. Hiccup waved at them as he went to the door. 

On his way to his home, he pondered about what he should do. He was 
still torn between wanting to find out Astrid's feelings for him, and 
not going too fast. He entered the house and was greeted by Toothless 
who was sitting on the table. The feline jumped down and circled his 
ankle, rubbing its side on him. Hiccup chuckled and picked him up. 
"Hey, bud." he said with a grin. "Sorry I'm late. I had to visit Sam 
and Elizabeth." he explained as he walked over to the table and 
settled his groceries and Toothless on the surface. He turned away 
with his head held low and sighed as he made his way to the 
bathroom . 

His troubles seemed to be more and more complicated, even after 
solving the first one. _What do I do? _He asked himself. He let out 
another sigh and opened the door. His head tilted up to see Mark 
topless, bandaging his chest. At first, he was confused as to why 
Mark was doing this, was he injured? But then, he realized that his 
apprentice wasn't doing this for an injury-it was to flatter his 
chest! Mark was a girl!? Hiccup's eyes widened, and a hand smack to 
his mouth when he opened them. It was Mark's hand! 

Before Hiccup could say anything, "Mark" had yanked him into the 
bathroom and shut the door, locking it. Hiccup had his back against 
the wall and his right hand over his heart. He was palpitating. 
"Y-you're.. you're a girl!" he exclaimed as if it were a bad 
thing . 

"Mark" had once again smacked hisa€| her? hand on his mouth, 

"Shhh ! " 


"W-who are you!?" He said loudly against the woman's hand. 

"Be quiet, lad! Ah 'll tell ye if ya shut up!" the girl hissed, 
glaring at him. 

Hiccup just stared wide-eyed at her. He was waiting for her to talk. 
When he was calm enough, the girl took her hand off his mouth. She 
took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. Her eyes seemed to show 
that she was hesitant to tell her name, and for a moment that felt 
like forever. Hiccup was anticipating for what she was about to say. 
The girl finally sighed in defeat. "Marceline is my name." 

It didn't take any thinking for him to ask more questions. "W-why did 
you pretend to be a boy?" 


"I couldn't get a job at anythin' ah like." She said with a frown. 



"Look, a-ah wan'tae tell ye more but this isn't the richt place t ' do 

tha ' . " 

She was right. They were in a bathroom and _she _was half naked, and 
they were only a few inches of space between them. The thought made 
Hiccup's face go red and the girl called Marceline didn't have to get 
him out because he hurried himself out. 

Merida watched Hiccup scramble out of the bathroom and when the door 
was shut, she leaned her back against it and sighed in relief and in 
annoyance. She couldn't bring herself to tell him who she really was 
and instead _lied _for the _second time_. She told him her name was 
Marceline. Merida shook her head in disdain with herself. Her hand 
smacked itself on her forehead. "Stupid, stupid, stupid!" she hissed 
between clenched teeth. Now she had to make another excuse! Why 
couldn't she just tell him the _truth_? She clicked her tongue in 
annoyance and finished bandaging her chest, then wore her shirt fixed 
her cap. 

She went out and saw Hiccup leaning the wall. He looked very 
confused. Merida scratched the back of her neck and gestured for him 
to come with her, "Let's talk." she said, and went to their bedroom. 
She let Hiccup go in first so she could close the door. Hiccup slowly 
sat on his bed. He looked a bit dazed, like he was going to collapse 
any moment now. Merida leaned her back against the door and stared at 
him looking distantly at the wall. A long awkward silence lingered 
between them. 

For a private conversation, nobody was talking, until a few minutes 
later did Hiccup break the stillness between them. "Why didn't you 
tell me?" he asked quietly. 

Merida blinked and looked away, "I wisa€| scared." her voice slightly 
faltered at the last word. 

"Scared? Of me? Why would you be-" 

"It wasn't you ah wis scared about. It was., not being able to get 
_this _job." She could feel his gaze at her. Merida finally looked at 
him, but slowly. "Ya know how this world works. If yoo ' re nae a lad, 
nobody trusts ye to do 'manly' tasks." 

It dawned on Hiccup why she was so passionate about tilting the world 
to be equal. If he felt anything, it wasn't remorse, but pity. But 
still, he felt confused and angry about being lied to, but he knew 
there was no use in throwing a tantrum. Besides, the girl was just 
trying to survive. She did _this _to survive. He would probably do 
equally absurd things just to survive. There was no ulterior motive 
either. It wasn't like she was a spy or an assassin, hiding to kill 
him. She was doing this for her own good and that wasn't so bad. 

His hand slid down his face, "Who else knows?" 

She inhaled and shook her head, "Nobody else." 

He craned his neck and looked into her eyes. She looked pleadingly 
back at him. It was almost like he could hear her beg for him to not 
tell anybody. He wasn't going to tell anybody, not without her 
consent. Shea€"no. _Mark _was his best frienda€ | but what was the 
difference? It was just the idea of Mark that was different. The 



gender. Her opinions, her thoughts, it was all her. There was no 
Mark; It was all _her_. Hiccup sighed and stood up. Now he knew why 
'Mark' hadn't grown even though he hit puberty. He saw Marceline look 
hopeless and afraid. 

_She must think I hate her now, and that I'm going to throw her out_, 
he thought with a soft glare. 

He raised his hand and somehow, she flinched. _Is she really that 
afraid to think that I'm going to hit her? _This made him feel worse 
and have the urge to embrace her-and he did. He wrapped his arms 
around her, with one hand rubbing her back, "You're still my best 
friend." he said softly. After a few seconds, he could feel her hug 
him back and press her face on his shoulder. She was crying. She must 
have been terrified all this time, and she didn't show it to anyone. 
The least he could do was offer his support. 

The more Marceline cried, the tighter he hugged her, "Let it all out. 
Mar 

Right when he said her new nickname, she pulled away and looked at 
him, confused. His beamed at her, "I'll call you that from now ona€ | " 
he said, but this made her even more confused. Hiccup realized why. 
His cheeks turned red and his gaze became shifty and his hold on her 
loosened, "N-not in public of course. J-just when nobody's arounda€ | 
or not. That was stupid. Never minda€"" 

"No." she returned his smile. "I like that. It's at least nearer to 
my name." she chuckled. 

He blushed even more but smiled anyway, "W-well, that's good.." he 
rubbed the back of his neck. "So.. I'll call you Mar whenever we're 
alone thena€|?" 

She nodded. 

They released one another from each other's embrace. "We should get 
back to work." He held the doorknob. 

Merida couldn't remember the last time she was this happy. She didn't 
reveal her true identity, but at least Hiccup knew she was a girl. 

She didn't need to pretend to him anymore. Marceline was the first 
name that came into her mind when she chose to hide her real name. 

Mar was the closest nickname to her real name too. She couldn't 
believe he hugged her and let her cry on him. She knew she had no 
chance with him, but stilla€| being in his arms felt blissful, safe 
and comforting. It felt like she could stay there forever. 

She and Hiccup went back to working in the smithy. Hiccup was doing 
all the hammering while she did all the turning of the metal. After 
several hours, they were able to finish making a few sets of knives 
for the butch in the next street. Merida was happy she was able to 
spend the entire day with him since Astrid was out looking for her in 
the eastern side of the city. The woman wasn't going to be back in a 
few days . 

After blacksmithing, it was time to meet with a businessman who was 
planning to open a restaurant soon. Hiccup was the only one that was 
really needed but he insisted for her to go with him. The man 
discussed with the owner about his wire work and the design the owner 



wanted. There were blue prints here and there. Merida just sat in one 
side of the office and entertained herself by memorizing the designs 
of the decorations of the room. Once, she went out to get a drink and 
didn't want to come back, but she didn't want to leave Hiccup inside 
also. So, she bought coffee for him too. When she handed his cup over 
to him, he flashed her a thankful smile before returning his 
attention to his client. This made her replay the image of him 
smiling at her for the rest of the duration of her waiting. 

When it was getting late. Hiccup insisted she go home and make their 
dinner. Merida happily stood and left. Despite her blissful replaying 
of his smiling face at her, she was more than glad to leave that 
boring office. Heck, as soon as she got out of the building, she 
sprinted home. When she got home, she returned to daydreaming. Her 
smile was so wide, even Toothless was wondering why she was looking 
so happy, and he wanted to know what was making her look like she was 
on cloud nine. 

Merida would giggle to herself every once in a while while making an 
improvised version of fish and chips. She let Toothless taste one, 
"Whot dae ye think. Toothless?" she asked, her broad grin never 
faltering . 

The feline poked his nose on the food before taking a large bite. He 
meowed contentedly as if to say it was delicious and he wanted 
more . 

She giggled then turned back to the food she was making, "Later whin 
Hiccup gets back." 

Right on cue. Hiccup opened the door and announced his return. 
Toothless jumped off the table and rubbed himself on Hiccup's leg as 
his way to say welcome back. Hiccup gladly picked him up and nuzzled 
him, "Thanks, bud! I missed you too!" He chuckled and caught a whiff 
of what Merida was cooking. "Ooh, what's that?" he asked as he loomed 
over her side. 

Merida smirked proudly, "Improvised Fish an' Chips. Toothless likes 

it . " 

"How did _you _know?" He quirked a brow at her. 

"I made him taste a bit of it an' he looked at me, begging for more." 
She tilted her chin up proudly. 

He playfully rolled his eyes and gave Toothless a sideways glance, 
"Are you sure he wasn't just not trying to make you feel bad about 
your cooking skills?" 

Merida's smirk disappeared and was replaced by a discontented scowl, 
"If there's anyone he's _trying _not to make 'em feel bad about their 
cookings skills, it's _you_. " 

"Hey!" He retorted, "Are you saying I'm a bad cook?" 

"_No . _Whot a'm saying is yoo ' re nae a good cook." Her smirk 
returned . 


Hiccup rolled his eyes sarcastically, "My non-existent feelings are 
hurt . " 



Merida snickered and nudged him, "Prepare the table, will ya?" 

He chuckled and shook his head in amusement, "You should cook for us 
every day. If Toothless loves it, I'm going to love it too." he 
grabbed two plates and a bowl made of light metal to place them on 
the table, but with the bowl on a chair. 

Merida grabbed another plate for her to put the Fish and Chips on, 
"A'm not really that good a cook. I guess ah juist got lucky with the 
improvisation." she shrugged as she neatly placed the food on the 
dish. She turned and settled it in the middle of the table. She made 
sure her presentation of the dish was good enough to make him want to 
eat it . 

"This feels a lot like a restaurant serving." Hiccup laughed. 

She laughed with him as she sat down, "Go on, dig in." 

Hiccup didn't hesitate, "Don't mind if I do." he got several pieces 
and transferred them on his plate. He forked one and bit it. He 
munched slowly to savor the taste. His head bobbed slowly while his 
eyebrows rose and his eyes widened, "This is really good! I wouldn't 
mind having this dish more often!" he beamed at her. "You definitely 
should make this more. Mar!" 

Merida laughed as she put a few pieces in Toothless' food bowl. "I'll 
try making the non-improvised one to see what you like better." 

"You should make this when Astrid comes back! I'm sure she'll love 
this!" Hiccup took a larger bite from a piece. 

She chuckled and nodded less enthusiastically, "Ya think?" 

"Of course! She might also ask you to help her with cooking." He 
chuckled, "She'sa€| not exactly the best cook." 

"Why'd ya say that?" She curiously looked at him. 

He released his hold from his spoon and scratched his nape, "Wella€| 
she made something, I don't remember what she called it, but all I 
remember is I could barely swallow it. I didn't want to spit it out 
either because she was looking at me, so I had no choice but to 
swallow it." A laugh left him, "I felt so sick after that, but it 
made her happy, so I guess it was worth it." 

Her chest was hurting again. She was jealous but she didn't show it. 
"Whot did it taste like?" 

"Like raw fish mixed with a few spices I can't exactly pin 
point . " 

"How'd ya know it wis raw fish? Have ya e'er eaten raw fish?" She 
asked because half of her was genuinely curious, but the other half 
was because she wanted to take the topic away from him and Astrid' s 
bonding . 

Hiccup's face turned as red as what used to be the color of her hair. 
She couldn't help but snicker at him. He began gesturing his hands 
and stuttering for words. "N-no ! I-I . . You see- well-.. I-I _may _or 



_may not _have b-but I-I don't eat fish! I mean, r-raw fish!" he 
rambled. His face couldn't get any redder. 

Merida chortled at his reaction. She held her stomach, shook her head 
and rocked back and forth as she giggled, laughed and 
snorted . 

Hiccup stared wide-eyed at her. The more he thought about it, why 
hadn't he figured out she was disguising herself as a boy? Her laugh 
was high-pitched and somewhat feminine- just lacking the elegance. He 
stared at the girl and wondered how she wasn't like most of the women 
in the society. More over, he wondered why she did not want to fit 
in . 

_Maybe because of how she was brought up, _he shrugged. 

He watched Marceline calm herself and proceeded to eat. He did the 
same thing. Hiccup helped her clean up, and as they did so, they 
talked more about themselves. His apprentice seemed to be more open 
to him than before. He figured it was because she finally revealed 
herself to him. Although, he didn't know anything about where she 
lived, who her parents her and why she was disguising herself as a 
boy . 

Marceline 's sneeze took him out of his trance. He glanced at her and 
saw her wrinkle her nose, huff and sniff. His lips unknowingly formed 
a pleasant curve. "Bless you." He chuckled. The girl rubbed her nose 
on her rolled up sleeve, "Thanks." she wrinkled her nose once more. 
"So what happened during the meeting?" she asked as she returned the 
plate on the cupboard. 

"We're going to set up the wires on the fortnight. They still have to 
look for more electric engineers that can help us." He passed her 
Toothless' food bowl. 

She lifted the pail and poured water on the foamy bowl, "What are we 
going to do tomorrow then? Appointments?" 

"Fixing the stable for the rangers and bringing the horseshoes to put 
it on their horses." He glanced at her, "Do you know how to put 
horseshoes on hooves?" he asked, leaning with his arms straight and 
stiff on the sink. 

Marceline shook her hands, sprinkling water away. "No, not 
really . " 

He nodded silently, "Have you seen how they're done?" 

She nodded also, leaning on the sink as well, "Enought t ' know whot 
t ' do . " she smirked playfully. 

He grinned at her readiness, "Great! We're leaving early tomorrow. We 
have more smithy work in the afternoon." 

Marceline pushed herself off and rolled her shoulders, "Gotta get 
plenty of rest, then. Hie." she gave him a sideways glance, smiling 
lopsidedly . 

"Yep." he popped the 'p'. Hiccup looked at their pet cat, "Come on. 
Toothless. Time to sleep." The cat purred and trotted ahead of him to 



their bedroom. 


He and Marceline brushed their teeth before climbing onto their 
double decker. Hiccup tucked himself and looked at the edge of the 
mattress above him, waiting for the girl's face to peek at him. "Hey, 
Mara€|?" Their bed shook a bit as Marceline shifted on her mattress. 
She peeked at the edge, "Yeah?" Even in the dark, her eyes seemed 
bright and full of life. He mindlessly stared at her for minute and 
studied what her eyes looked like in the dark. He took note of the 
roundness of them, and the length of her lashes. Hiccup blinked a few 
times and opened his mouth "...Let'saCi work our way up the 
societya€"together . " He felt his lips twitch to a smile. 

It took Marceline to reply, and he thought he was a weirdo for saying 
it. It caused him to blush furiously and avert his gaze from her, 

"I-I mean, if that's okay with you. Y-you don't have toa€"N-not that 
I-i don't want to, buta€"" 

"Let ' s . " 

He stopped his rambling and looked back at her. His mouth was 
slightly open as he stared unblinkingly at her, processing if what he 
heard was correct. And as if she knew what he was thinking, she 
repeated what she said, "Let's work our way up together." Her eyes 
squinted in a happy way. This made it known to him that she was 
smiling. It made him smile also, "Great.." he said, relieved and 
happy. "Good night. Mar." he closed his eyes, his smile not 
disappearing . 

"G' night. Hie." Marceline lied down on her back. 

That day was the best day of her life so far. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>End of Chapter<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Marceline is the name I chose because it's the first one 
to pop in my mind when I asked myself what the female version of Mark 
is. My second thought was 'Marcelia' and the third was 'Marjory' but 
Marceline had a ring to it (I guess because of Marceline the Vampire 
Queen from Adventure Time) .<strong> 

**Mericcup Month is in almost here! LESS THAN TWO WEEKS! I'm going to 
post more fanfics for some prompts. 

One-shots/Drabbles . ** 

_* *ALSO* *_* * , I would love to inform everyone that I have made an 
ROTBTD website. Yep, you read it right. A website for The Big Four! 

So far, some followers of mine who are mericcup shippers have signed 
up. I'm hoping for more. I mean, really, every ship in the ROTBTD is 
there (Jackunzel, Jarida, Hiccunzel, Hijack and Meripunzel) . The 
website is in my profile. Just scroll to the very 
bottom ! * * 

_**Replies time!**_ 

**The Silent Fury: **Hope this answers your question 



; ) 

* *Rangerkeat s : **Thank you so much! Hope you read to the very 
end ! 

**TPATFanl6: **I hope you're happy about the update haha ! It's not 
exactly as long as the last chapter, but I hope it was able to 
suffice . 

* *Dreaming-f antasy-girl : **Why couldn't she just have had a normal 
life? Then again, she wouldn't have met him! 

**Dialga213: **She's holding on. She has no choice. My poor heart is 
broken . 

**Norse King: **This might be really fast for you (I think you were 
expecting him to know waaay further) . I was planning on having more 
chapters for this. More... drama, really. I honestly have no idea how 
to make a Hiccstrid scene since I'm not really a fan of Hiccstrid, 
but I'm trying to come up for one, and yeah. Astrid isn't exactly 
interested in having a relationship. She's more interested in helping 
her family (I thought that since Astrid in the movies loves Berk so 
much that she's willing to lay her life for it, she would do it for 
her family too) . Hahaha ! Merida's hurt and mad because she couldn't 
do anything. She knows Hiccup knew her as a boy but, yeah, female 
feelings are really persistent. This kind of changes her game, but 
she'll still think that she has no shot with him because Hiccup likes 
Astrid . 

P.S. I'm gonna do more of that Merida getting female attention. I 
really need more of it. 

* *Twinkletoesxoxo : * * Thanks so much! Yeah.. I feel for her too. D: It 
broke my heart to type out what she felt. 

**Fiona: **Same here! And thank you for your kind review! 

**M.A333: **I'm very sorry about that. Glad I actually changed it. 
There'll be more Mericcup soon! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>If you guys have questions, feel free to 
ask ! <strong> 

**Don't forget to leave a comment!** 


End 
f ile . 



